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10 HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 


FREDERICK, 


PRINCE of WALES. 
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HE Hor Your NS l Heard 
Fuss has done me in the Pro- 
teflon you was pleaſed to give . this 
Tragedy, emboldens me to Tay ft H 
at your Feet, and beg your Ban, 
to publiſh it under your Royal Patres: 
nage. The Favouring and Protectig; 
of Letters has been, in all Ages ng 
Countries, one diſtinguiſhing Mark, "Of 4 
a great Prince; and That with godd/Rea- * 
ſon, not only as it ſhews a ſultoes of 
TRY: and Elevation: of Miad, AE; as 
A 45 N - the - 
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iv DEDICATION. 
the Influence of ſuch a Protection, by 
exciting good Writers to labour with 
more Emulation in the Improvement of 
| their ſeveral Talents, not a little contri- 
butes to the Embelliſhment, and Inſtruc- 
tion of Society. But of all the different 
{FF Species of Writing, none has ſuch an 
Effect upon the Lives and Manners of 
| Men, . as the Dramatick; and therefore 
That of all others moſt deſerves the 
Attention of Princes, who, by a judici- 
ous Approbation of ſuch Pieces as tend 
to .promote all Public and Private Vir- 
tue, may more than by any coercive 
Methods ſecures the Purity of the Stage, 
and in conſequence thereof greatly ad- 
vance the Morals and Politeneſs of their 
People. How eminently Your Rov ar 
'F Hicnxrss has always extended your Fa- 
vour and Patronage to every Art and 
Science, and in a particular Manner to 
Dramatick Performances, is too well 
|| known to the World for me to mention 
| it here. Allow me only to wiſh, that 
What 1 have now the Honour to offer 
'F your Rorar HBicingss may be judged 
'F not 
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DEDICATION. „ 
not unworthy of. your. Protection, at 
leaſt in the. Sertiments which it incul- 


cates. A warm and grateful Senſe of 
your Goodneſs to me makes me defirous 


to ſeize every Occaſion of declaring in 
Public, with what profound Reſpect 


and dutiful Attachment, I am, 
i $f 
Your ROYAL Hicunsss's 
Moſt obliged, 
Moſt obedient, and 


Moſt devoted Servant, 


2, TAMES A DORIOR 
James Thomſon, 
* * een. 
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lumes 


AD FERTISEME NT. 


Ts HIS Play is confiderably ſbortened 


in the Performance; but I hope it 


will not be d i/agreeable to the Reader t0 


fee it as it was at firſt written; there be- 
F ing @ great Difference betwixt 4 Play in 


#be Cloſet, and upon e 5 * 


* * What is ue NY in 1 Acting, is 
marked with inverted Comma's. 
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PROL 0 EC U E. 


ot, D is the Man! who, in this nicer * 
Preſumes to 4read the chaſte correfted Stage. 
Now, with gay tinſel Arts, we can no more 
Conceal the Want of Nature's fterling Ore. 

Our Spells are vaniſb' d, broke our magic M. and, 
That us'd fo waft you over Sea and Land. 

Before your Light the fairy Peaple fade, 

The Demons -The Ghoſt itſelf is laid. 

In vain of martial Scenes the loud Alarms, 

The mighty Prompter tbundering out to Arms, 

The Playhouſe Poſſe clattering from afar, 

The cloſe yedg;d Battle, aud the Din of War. 
Now even the Senate ſeldom wwe convent ; NN 
The yawning Fathers nod behind the Scene. 

Your Taſte rejeds the giittering falſe Sublime, 

To fighin Metapher, and die in Rhime. G 
High Rant is tumbled from bis GalleryfT hrone : 
Deſcription, Dreams nay Similies are gone. 


8 13 


What ſhall we then? to pleaſe you"how deviſe? + + 


Whoſe Judgment fits not in your Ears and Eyes. 

Thrice happy ! could we catch great SHAKESPEAR'S Art, 
To trace the deep Receſſes of the Heart; 

His fimple plain Sublime, to which is giv'n 

To frike the Soul with dartea Flame from Heav'n: 
Could we awake ſoft-OTw av'*s tender Woe, + 

'The Pomp of Verſe and golden Lines of Rows. 


We to your Hearts apply: let them attend; 
Before their ſilent candid Bar we bend. 
F warm'd they liſten, tis our noþleſt 9 
It cold, they wither all the Muſe's Baps: 


[COICA! 


— 


* 


The Perſons Repreſented. 


Tancrezr, Count of Lecce, [Mr. Garrick. 
Marrro SIFFREDI, Lord 88 

High Chancellor of Sicily, Mr. Sheridan. 
'Earl * — 4 Lord High 
Conſtable of Sicily, I Mr. Delane. | 
Rovporeno, Friend to Tan- | | 


CRED, and Captain of the | B Mr. Havard. 
Guards, | * 7 * 


SicisnunpA, Daughter of Mrs. Cibber. 
Wn SIFFREDT, | 
| Lava, Siſter of Ropor- 


+, pro, and Friend to Si- | | Miſs Budgell. 
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Barons, Orriekxs, Guaxps, c. 


sc E, The City of Palermo in Sicily. 


TAN RED and S1G1$MUN DA. . 
TRAGEDY. 

ACT L SCENE 1 5 

{1 eee. Lavka. ä 


.v 


Sram as | 
H fatal Day to Sicily! The King 
Then touches his laſt Moments? 3 
| LAURA. | : 2; 
| So "is fear d. — 
Sicisuunb A. 3 


6. The Death of thoſe diſtinugiſh'd by their Seton, | 

But by their Virtue more, awakes the Mind | 

© To ſolemn Dread, and ſtrikes a ſaddening Awe: 75 

© Nat that we grieve for them, but for ourlelves, 

Left to the Toil of gr py 25 „ 1 

Are, by the playful Children of this, 

At * berger as they had never bits x Nob 
LavuRa, *tis ſaid - the Heart is ſometimes charg'd 

With a prophetick Sadneſs: Such, wethinks, 5% 


Now hangs on mine. IT w King's approaching Death 


2 AN CRE DU ad. EO 
3 A thouſand Fears. What Troubles thence 


May throw the State once more into Confuſion, 
What ſudden Changes in my Father's Houſe 


ay riſe, and part me from my deareſt T ANCRED, 
* my * 


1 
The Fears of Love-ſick F ancy ! 
Perverſely buſy to torment it ſelf. | 
But be aſſur'd, your Father's ſteady Friendſhip, | 
Join'd to a certain Genius, that commands, 
Not kneels to Fortune, will ſupport and cheriſh, 
Here in the publick Eye of Sicily, 
This—I may call him—his adopted Son, | 
The noble LAND, form'd to all his Virtues.  - 
SIGISMPND A. 

Ah form'd to charm his Daughter !—This fair Morn 


Has tempted far the Chace. Is he not yet 
Rerturn'd ? ; N 


LAURA. 
No. When your Father t6 the King, 


| 23 Who now expiring lies, was call; 3 


He ſent each way his Meſſengers to find him; 
With ſuch a Look of Ardor and Impatience, 


As if this near Event was to Count TAN AED 
Of more Ipo C than I comprehend... 
Sioisunp a. 
There lies, my Lauxa, o'er my T ow 8 Birth 
A Cloud 1 cannot pierce, With princely Coſt, 
Nay, with Reſpect, which oft 1 have obſerv'd, 
Stealing at times ſubmiſſive oer his Features, 
In Belmont's Woods my Father rear'd this Youth — 
Ah Woods! where firlt my artleſs Boſom learnt 
The Sighs of Love, —He gives him out the Son 
Ot an old Friend, a Baron of Apulia, 
Mo ia the late Cruſado bravely fell. 
But then tis ſtrange; is all his Family 
As well as Father dead? and all their Friends, 


Except my Sire, the generous good SirrreDI ? 
4 Abd he a * — rv 
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were . 6. a N 


| SIGISMUND A. 35 
© The laſt Remain of Kindred; with what Pride, | 
What Rapture, might they fly o'er Earth and Sea; 
Io claim this riling — of their Blood! 
< This bright Unknown! this all-accompliſh'd Youth! 
© Who charms—too much—the Heart of 81018- 
© MUNna! . 5 

* Lava, perhaps your Brother knows him better, 
The Friend and Parinde of his freeſt Hours.” 
What ſays Roborruo? Does he truly credit | 
This — of his Birth? | 
LAURA. 


He has ſometimes, 
Like you, his Doubts; yet, when maturely weigh'd, 
Believes it true. As for Lord Tancrty's Self, 
He never entertain'd the ſlighteſt Thought — 
That verg'd to Doubt; but oft laments his ſtare, —_—_— 
By cruel Fortune ſo il. -pair'd to yours. Ws 
SIGISMUNDA. s 
Merit like his, the Fortune of the Mind, 2 
Beggars all Wealth Then to your Brother, Laut * 


He talks of me? 


Laura. | "7 
id | Of nothing elſe, Howe'er 
The Talk 8 it ends with SroisMuNnpõ A. 1 
Their Morning, Noon: tide, and their Evening 1 
Walks | 3 
Are full of you; and all the Woods of Belmont 
Inamour'd with your Name | 
SIGISMUNDA. 
Ae * Friend; 
Lou flatter yet the dear DeluGon charms. 
Lava.” 
No, Stoismunba; tis the ſtricteſt Truth, | 
Nor half the Truth, I tell you. Even with Fondneſs 
'My Brother talks for ever. of the Paſſion, 
That fires young Tancrzp's Breaſt. S0 much i it 
itrikes him, 4 
ifs l 69279 eh 
nb the falſe Purſuits of vagrant Youth; 


B 2 - Calls 


4 FAN CRE D 224 

Calls them gay Folly, a miſtaken Struggle 

Againſt beſt judging Nature. Heaven, he ſays, 

In laviſh Bounty form'd the Heart for Love; 

In Love included all the finer Seeds | 

Of Honour, Virtue, Friendſhip, pureſt Bliſs 

SIGISMUNDA. | 

Virtuous RopoLeno! 
| LAURA. CE 

| 2 Then his pleaſing Theme 

He varies to the Praiſes of your Lover 

SIGISMUNDA. | | 

And what, my Laura, ſays he on that Subject? 

R Laura. | 

He ſays that, tho' he were not nobly born, 

Nature has form'd him noble, generous, brave, 

* Truely magnanimous, and warmly ſcorning 

Whatever bears the ſmalleſt Taint of Baſeneſs :* 

That every eaſy Virtue is his own; 

Not learnt by painful Labour, but inſpir'd, 

Implanted in his Soul---Chiefly one Charm 

He in his graceful Character obſerves: - 

That tho' his Paſſions burn with high Impatience, 

And ſometimes, from a noble Heat of Nature, 

Are ready to fly off, yet the leaſt Check 

Of ruling Reaton brings them back to Temper, 

And gentle Softneſs. | | 

8 SIGISMUNDA. OR 

| True! O true, Ropoino! 

Bleſt be thy kindred Worth for loving his! 

He is all Warmth, all amiable Fire, 

All quick Heroic Ardor! temper'd ſoft | 

With Gentleneſs of Heart, and manly Reaſon! 

It Virtue were to wear a human Form, 

To light it with her Dignity and Flame, 

Then ſoftening mix her Smiles and tender Graces, 

O ſhe would chuſe the Perſon of my TAN ABD“ 

Go on, my Friend, go on, and ever praiſe him; 

The Subject knows no Bounds, nor can I tire, 

While my Breaſt trembles to that ſweeteſt Muſick 

1 The 
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8101S MUND 243" 
The Heart of Woman taſtes no truer Joy, by | 
Ts never flatter'd with ſuch dear Enchantment=— 
© *Tis more than ſelfiſh Vanity'——as when 
She hears the Praiſes of the Man ſhe 10 es—.— 
LAURA. 
Madam, your Father comes. 


SCENE I. 


StirrREDI. StGISMUNDA. LAuRA. 


SIFFREDI, 2 
| To an Attendant as he enters. 
Lord TAN cRRED then 


Is found ? 
. ATTENDANT. 
My Lord, he quickly will be here. 
© I ſcarce could keep before him, tho? he bid me | 
« Speed on, to ſay A would attend your Orders. | 
S1FFREDI. "IF 
Tis well—retire—You, too, my Daughter, leave me. 
SIGISMUNDA. 
I go, my Father But how fares the King? 
SIFFREDI. 
He is no more. Gone to that awful State, 2 
Where Kings the Crown wear only of their Virtues. 
SIGISMUNDA, . 
| How bright muſt then be kig1=—This Stroke is 
ſudden, | 
He was this Morning well, when to the Chace 
Lord Tax REH went. 
SIFFREDI, 
*Tis true. But at his Years 
Death gives ſhort Notice—Droppigg Nature then, 
Without a Guſt of Pain to ſhake it, falls. | 
His Death, my Daughter, was that happy Period 
Which few attain. The Duties of his Da 
Were all diſcharg'd, and gratefully enjoy 4 
It's nableſt Bleſſings; calm, as e Skies, > 


T3 . - . 


. 
5 4 


3 -: 4” TAN CRE D und 
' 8 W as his * Mind, and lighted up with 

That apen Heaven; — for his laſt long * 
1 Timely prepar d, a Laſſitude of Life, 
1 A pleaſing Wearineſs of mortal Joy, _ 
| Fell on his Soul, and down he ſunk to Reſt. 
| © may my Death be ſuch Ale but one Wiſh. 
1 Left unfulfill a e was to ſee Count Tänenzp— 

B " SIGISMUNDA. 
= To ſee Cn s 
| | Lord 
| 2 SIFFREDI, 
For what, my Daughter? But, with ſuch Emo- 
„ tion 
| Why did you ſtart at mention of Count Tan RED? 
| | _  SIGISMUNDA. _ 
| | Nothing only hop'd the dying King 
11 Might mean to make ſome gencrous juſt Provißon 
| For this your worthy Charge, this noble Wen a 
' BY 2 SIFFREDI. 

And he has done it largely —— Leave me now 


I want ſome private Conference with Lord TAN cRIB. 


Pardon me, my 


SCENE III. 


StrrRröi alone, . 

My Daubts are but too true I theſe old Eyes | 
Can trace the Marks of Love, a mutual Paſſion 

Has ſeized, I fear, my Daughter and this Prince, 
My Sovereign now—— Should it be ſo? Ah there, 
There lurks a brooding Tempeſt, that may ſhake 
My long-concerted e to ſettle fim 

The publick Peace and Welfare, which the King 
Has, made the prudent Baſis of his Will 
Away! unworthy Views! you-ſhall not tempt ae - 
Nor Intereſt nor Ambition ſhall-ſleduce _ 
My fixt Refolve=—periſh the ſelfiſn Thought 
Which our own Good | prefers to that of Million 
He comes my King - unconſcious of bis Fortune. 


SCENE 


„ 


— ͤ — 
v * * * 9 


8 c E N E ww. 
TANCRED. sir ruron. | 
| 41 Tunes ts 11 ; 
My Lord Strrarpi, in your Looks 1 wha, we 


Confirm'd the monrnful News that fly abroad 
From W to Tontzue = We chen, at laſt, have 


The good old King? 


A good, a worthy 
And] will tell thee, in a few plain Words, 


And ere Kone? Man: bis faith of Guard. 


10 6 * 


StrrRE Ut. | 
Tees, we have loſt a Father! 
The greateſt Bleſſing Heaven beſtows on Mortals, 
And ſeldom found amidſt theſe Wilds of Time. 


King! Hear me, my TAxCKED, * 


How he deſerv'd that beſt, that glorioùs Title. | 
«I'M nought complex, tis clear as Truth and Virtue.* . 
He lov'd his People, deem'd them all his Children; Þ 
The Good exalted and depreſs'd the Bad. 
He ſpurn'd the flattering Crew, with Scorn rejected 
Their ſmooth Advice that only means themſelves, © 
Their Schemes to aggrandize him into Baſeneſs : 
Nor did he leis diſdain the feeret Breath, 8 
< The whiſper'd Tale; that bli hts z virtuous Name, 
He ſought alone the Good of 
© He was entruſted with the ſovereign Power: 
< Welt knowing that a People in their Rights | 
And n ; living ſaſe 
Beneath the facred Shelter of the Laws, 


Encourag' d in their Genius, Arts, e 


And happy each as he himſelf deſerves, | 
Are neer ungrateful, "With unfparing Hand, ; 
« They wilt for Him provide: their hal Love pre 
And Confidence are his unfaili Freaſure, | 


KEY 
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* T ANC RE D ond 


T ANCRED. 


© A general Face of Grief o'erſpreads the City. 


I mark'd the People, as I hither came, 


In Crouds aſſembled. ſtruck with ſilent Sorrow, 
And pouring forth the nobleſt Praiſe of Tears. 


© Thoſe whom Remembrance of their former Woes, 
And long Experience of the vain Illuſions 

Of youthful Hope, had into wiſe Conſent _ 
And fear of Change corrected, wrung their Hands, 
And often caſting up their Eyes to Heaven, 

Gave ſign of ſad Conjecture. Others ſhew'd, 
Athwart their Grief, or real or affected, | 


A Gleam of Expectation, from what Chance 


And Change might bring.“ A mingled Murmur run 


Along the Streets ; and from the lonely Court 
Of him who can no more aſſiſt their Fortunes, 
I Taw the Courtier-Fry, with eager haſte, 
All hurrying to CoxnsSTANTIA. » | 

* Sti xrREOI. 


Noble Vouth 1 


1 joy to hear 1 Thee cheſe 11 Reflexions, 


Worthy of riper Years—Bur if they ſeek | 


Cons raw ria, truſt me, they miſtake their 3 


TAN cR ED. 


How! Ie ſhe not, my Lord, the late King's Siſter F 


Heir to the Crown of Sicily? the laſt 
Of our fam'd Normas Line, and now our Queen: ? 
 SIFFREDI, 


Tawczrs, tis rus z ſhe is the * King 8 side, 


The ſole ſurviving Offspring of that Tyrant 
WiLLiiam the lad ſo for his Vices ſtil' d 
Wha ſpilt much noble Blood, and ſore oppreſs d 


* WIIIIAu, who has and well deſerv'd the Name 


Of Good, ſucceeding to his Father's: Throne, 


* Relicy' d his Country- 8 Woes "I to ern 


> 


1 bt” 


Th' exhauſted Land; © whence grievous Wars argſe,” 
And many a dire Convulſion ſhook the State. 
When He, whoſe Death Sicilia mourns to-day, | 


e 


She is the late King' s Siſter, born ſome Months 


Son of my Care! I muſt, on this occaſion, 


Where has he lain conceal'd ?* ny 
\-_ SIFFREDIL. 
The late good wo 


11 5 noble Pity mov'd, contriv'd to ſave him. 


8 1 G I 8 M UND A. 9 
After t ant's Death, but not next Heir. 
| T ANCRED:. 
You much Au ize me——May 1 then preſume 
To aſk who is ? 
Sirunbi. 
Come nearer, noble Tanchans 


Conſult thy generous Heart; which, when conducted 
By Rectitude of Mind and honeſt Virtues, | 
Gives better Counſel than the hoary Head 

Then know, there lives a Prince, here in Palermo, 


The lineal Offspring of our famous Heroe, 
Rosxx the Firſt. 


, — 


| TANCRED. - 
*{ (Great Heaven! How far remov'd" 

From that our mighty Founder? 
& SIFFREDI, | x 1 

His great Cami 
Sprung * his eldeſt Son, who died e 
Before his F ather. | 


Taxczzn. 
_ Hat the Prince you mean, 
Is he not Maxrxkb's Son? The generous, brave, 
Unhappy Max rxzpl whom the Tyrant L IAM, 
You juſt now mention'd, not content to ſpoil 
Of his al Crown, threw into Fetters, 
And infamouſly murder'd. 
OY _ SIFFREDIL.' 
+ | n ſame. 
| | TANCRED. , 4 
* By Heavens! I joy to find our Rn Balak N 
* The Light of Earth amidſt theſe barbarous Ages! 
© Yet rears it's Head; and ſhall not, from the ns 
Paſs to the feeble Diſtaff. But this 8 


. 4 


From 


EP” 


© | 10 TANCRED — 
From his dire Father's untelenting Rage; 
And had him rear'd in private, as 4 <a | 
His Birth and Hopes, with high and princely Nene, 
Till now, too young to rule a troubled ene fr 4 
By Civil Broils moſt miſerably torn, 
| He in his ſafe Retreat has lain conceal'd, 
His Birth and Fortune to himſelf unlenown ; 
But when the dying King to me entruſted, 
As to the Chancellor of the * his 10 
His Succeſſor he named him. 
| TANOKED. | 
'Happy Youth! 
He FI ebe oer his Father's Foes, ! 
Oer haughty Os ow p, and the Tyrant's Daughter. 
| SIFFREDI, 
Ay, That is what L read that Heat of Youth ; 
There lurks, I fear, Perdition ro the State. 
I dread the Horrors of rekindled War: 
The dead, che Tyrant ſtill is to be fear'd ; 
His Davghter's Party Milt is ſtrong, and numerous: 
Her Friend, Earl OsMoxp, Conſtable of Sicily, - 
E: ienc'd, brave, high-born, of mighty Intereſt. 
Better che Prince and Princeſs ſhould by Marriage 
Une chen Friends, their Intereſt and their Claims:: 
They wilkthe- Peace and Wellare mm WIe 
On a — 


t 


— #015 — 
2 My Lord — ; 
If by myſelf I of this Prince may 4 
That Scheme will ſcaree fucceed—Your prudent Age | 
In vain will counſel,” if the Heart forbid it 
| Bur wherefore fear? The Right is clearly his; 
Ad, under your Direction, wich each Man 
Of Worth, and ſtedfaſt Loyalty, to back 
At once the King's tment and his mo 
There is no ground fot Fear. They have great Odds, 
' + Againſt the aſtoniſh'd Sons of Vicks, 
Wb fight with awful fuſtice on their Side. 


All * will rouze, all faichful Hearts den x 
COT | Will 


4 * 


SIGISMUND A. 11 
Wal range. themſelves. around Prince Manrazo's 
Son. 

For me, I here devote me to the Service 1 

Ot this young Prince; I every Drop of Blood 

Will loſe with Joy, with Tr in his Cauſe— 

Pardon my Warmth——bur That, my Lord, vill 
never 

To this Deciſion come Then find the Prince; ON bs 

Loſe not a Moment to awaken in him 

The Royal Soul. Perhaps he now deſponding 

Pines in a Corner, and laments/ his Fortune; 

That in the narrow Bounds of private Life 

He muſt confine his Aims, thoſe ſwelling Virtues 

W hich from his noble Father he inherits. | 


E PR EDI. 
Perhaps, regar 


in the common Bane 
Of Yourh hed De in Vanity and Love. 
But if the Seeds of Virtue glow within him, 
I will awake a higher Senſe, a Love 
That graſps the Loves and Happineſs of Millions. 
> TAUc ap. | N 
Why that Surmike ? Or ſhauld he love, Sternen. 8 
doubt not, it is nobly, Which Will raiſe 
And animate his Virtues O permit me 
To plead the Cauſe of Y outh heir Feen 
In Pleaſure's ſoft Enchantment lull'd a while, 
Forgets itſelf; it ſleeps and gayly dreams, 
Till great. Occaſian rouſe-it: hen, all i 
It walks abroad, with heighten'd. Soul and Vigour, 
And by the Chang e aſtoniſhes the World. 
Even with a kind I of Sympathy, I feel 8 
The Joy that waits this Prinee; when all the Powers, 
Th' expanding Heart can wiſh, of doing n_ * 
Whatever ſwells Ambition, os exakksese 
* The human Soul inte divine MPTP: 
All croud at once i him. a 
11 5; e 1 15922 wot 
Fa” Ah, my Taioas: o, 
2 | Nothing ſo eaſy as in Speculation, - 3 | 
A 


* 


> TANCRED and 
4 And at a Diſtance ſeen, the Courſe of Honour, 
A fair delightful Champian ſtrew'd with Flowers. 
But when the Practice comes; whenour fond Paſſions, 
* Pleaſure and Pride and Self-Indulgence throw 
« Their magic Duſt around, the Proſpect roughens : 
Then dreadful Paſſes, craggy Mountains riſe, 
| Cuffs to be ſcal'd, and Torrents to be ſtem'd: 

Then Foil enſues, and Perſeverance ſtern; 

And endleſs Combats with our groſſer Senſe, 

_ * Oftloſt, and oft renew'd; and generous Pain 

For others felt; and, harder Leſſon fill! | 

Our honeſt Bliſs for others ſacrific'd ; 

And all the rugged Taſk of Virtue quails . 

The ſtouteſt Heart of common Reſolution. 

* Few get above this turbid Scene of Strife, 

« Few gain the Summit, breathe that pureſt Air, 

That heavenly Ether, which untroubled ſees 

The Storm of Vice and Paſſion rage below. 
- * Tancred, . S- 

Noſt true, my Vid. But why thus augur 11+ ? 

Lou ſeem to doubttms Prince. I know him not. 

« Yetoh, methinks my Heart could anſwer for him! 
The Juncture is To high, ſo ſtrong the Gale 
That blows from Heaven, as thro' the deadeſt mn 
s * breathe the godlike Tae bor Virtue.” 

- 1» SIFFREDI, + 

Hear bim, su Shades of his vent Fathers — | 
Forgive me, Sir, this Trial of your n: | 
Thou! Thou art he! 
| . ener 

| 3 S1FFREDI 
1 ' S1FeR ED). 
- | TANCRED, thou! 
T Tr art the Man, of all the many T houſands, 3 
That toil upon the Boſom of this Iſle, 8 
By Heaven elected to command the reſt,” 5 

30 12725 e theſe, and to make them u. 
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SIGIS MUND. 3 
| TanckeD. | 
M anrrep my Father! I the laſt Support 
Of the fam*d Norman Line, that awes the World!? 
I! who this Morning wander'd forth an Orphan, 
Outcaſt of all but Thee, my ſecond Father 
Thus call'd to Glory! to the firſt great Lot 
Of Human Kind O wonder-working HAND, 
That, in m 7 ſways at will | 
ar mighty Movements of unbounded Natute; 
grant me, EAVEN! the Virtues to ſuſtain 
TY awful Burden of ſo many Heroes 
Let me not be exalted into Shame, 
Set up the worthleſs Pageant of vain Grandeus 
Meantime I thank the Juſtice of the King, | 
Who has my Right bequeath'd me. Thee, Sirrn epi, 
I thank Thee O ne er enough can thank Thee! 
Yes, thou haſt been - thou art ſhalt be, my Father! 
Thou ſhalt direct my unexperienc'd Years, | 
Shalt be the ruling Head, and I the Hand. 
OIFFREDI. 
It is enough for me to ſee my Sovereign 
Aſſert his Virtues, and maintain his Honour. 
| TanckED. 
I think, my Lord, you ſaid the King committed 
To you his Will. I hope it is not clogg'd 
With any baſe Conditions, any Clauſe, 
To tyrannize my Heart, and to CoxsrAN TIA 
Enflave my Hand devoted to another. 
The Hint you juſt now gave of that Alliance, 
You muſt imagine, wakes my Fear. But know, 
In this alone I will not bear Diſpute, 
Not even from Thee, SirrREDII Let the Council 
Be ſtrait aſſembled, and the Will there open'd : 
Thence iſſue ſpeedy Orders to convene, _ +. ,* 3 
This Day, ere Noon, the Senate: where thoſe Barons E 
Who now are in Palermo, will attend, g 
To pay their ready Homage to their King, 
Their rightful King, who claims his native Crown, 
6 And will not be a uy of Deeds and Parchments. : 


SIFFREDI. 
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** 2 AN OR E D and 
SiyyREDIL / 

1 0. my Liege. But once again permit me 
” To tell you-——Now, now, is the trying Criſis, 
That muſt determine of your future Reign. 
O with Heroic 'Rigour watch your Heart! 
And to the ſovereign Duties of the King, 
Th* unequal'd Pleaſures of a God on Earth, 
Submit the common Joys, the common Paſſions, 
Nay, even the Virtues of the private Man. 

4. Tanckep. 

Of tas no more. They not oppoſe, bot aid, 
| Invigorate, cheriſh, — reward each other. 
The kind alkruling WISDOM" is no Tyrant.” 


EN v. 


Taxcred alone. 


| "Now, generous S1GISMUNDA, comes my Turn, 
To ſhew my Love was not of thine unworthy, 
When Fortune bade me bluſh to look to Thee. 
But what is Fortunę to the Wiſh of Love? 
A miſerable Bankfupt ! Otis poor, 
is ſcanty all, whate'er we can beſtow ! "I 
© The Wealth of Kings is Wretchedneſs and Want !* 
Quick, let me find Lier taſte that higheſt Joy, 
Ib' exalted Heart can know, the mixt Effuſion 
Of Gratitude and Love! — Behold, She comes 1 


s SEN E vi 


; PaxERED. SIGISMUNDA, 


: | Taxcrep. 

' My n Soul was all on Wing to find T 

My Love! my SicisMuxpa ! 4 hy 

| '_ SIGISMUNDA. | 

| © my Taxe! 
ren me, what means this 8 and Gloom 


SIGISMUNDA, 16 
That lowrs around? ©. Juſt new, involv'd in Thought, 
My Father ſhot athwart me—— Yon,. my Lord. 
* Seem ſtrangely mov'd'——T1 fear ſome dark 5 4 
From the King's Death to trouble our Repoſe, | 
That tender Cale we In 2 * L Belmont © 
So happily e ——Explain Wis * 
hat hae Su 1 
e D. 
| Ir means that we are happy! | 
Beyond our moſt romantic Wiſhes happy 

| SIGISMUNDA. 2. 
You but N me more. 
TANCRED. 
| It means, my Faireſt! 
That thou art Queen of Sicily ; and 1 
The happieſt of Mankind! than Monarch more! 
Becauſe with Thee I can adorn my Throne. 
Maxragb, who fell by Tyrant WIILIAu's Rage, — 
Fam'd Roczs's lineal Iſſue, was my Father. 
[ payfog. 


Youdroop, my Love; dejected on a ſudden; 
You ſeem to mourn my F 1 ſoft Tear 
Springs in thy Eye O let me kiſs it off | 
Why this, my SIGISMUN DA. 

S1GISMUNDA, _ 54 

Royal Tanck pb, 

None at your glorious Fortune can like me 

Rejoice ;+ yet me alone, of all Sicilians, . 
It makes NW 


[ ANCRED. ; 

| I ſhould hate it hen! | 

Should throw, woe Scorn, the ſplendid Ruin from Y 

* | 

No, S1615MuNDA, *tis my Hope with S 
To ſhare it, whence it draws it's richeſt Value. 

| SIGISMUNDA, . 


You are Wy Sovereign——l at bumble — | 


Z us Tassen. | 


| - 
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Tanck kp. 


Thou art thy Queen! the Sovereign of my Soul! 
Fou never reign d with ſuch triumphant Luſtre, 


* Such winning Charms as now; yet, thou art till 
The deir, the tender, generous SioismunvpA! 
Who, with a Heart exalted far above 5 

© Thoſe ſelfiſh Views that charm the common Breaft, 
* Stoop'd from the Height of Life and courted Beauty, 
Then, then, to love me, when I ſeem'd of Fortune 
The hopeleſs Outcaſt, when I had no Friend, 

© None to protect and own me but thy Father. 


And would'ſt thou claim all Goodneſs to thyſef ? 
Canſt thou thy Tax REH deem ſo dull of Soul, 


Of ſuch groß Clay, juſt as I reach the Point | 
A Point my wildeſt Hopes could never image 
In that great Moment, full of every Virtue, 


That I ſhould then ſo mean a Traytor prove 
To the beſt Bliſs and Honour of Mankind, 


* So much diſgrace the human Heart, as chen, 
For the dead Form of Flattery and Pomp, 


The faithleſs Joys of Courts, to quit kind Truth, 


The cordial Sweets of Friendſhip and of Love, 
The Life of Life! my All, my SiorsuuxDpAI 
I could upbraid thy Fears, call them unkind, 
Cruel, unjuſt, and Outrage to my Heart, F 
Did they not ſpring from Love. 
S1G1smunDa, | 

Think not, my l 
That to ſuch vulgar Doubts I can deſcend, | 
Your Heart, I know, diſdains the little Thought 
Of changing wi h the vain external Change 


, of Circumſtance and Fortune. * Rather thence 
It would, with riſing Ardor, greatly feel 


© A noble Pride to ſhew itſelf the ſame.” 
But, ah! the Hearts of Kings'are not their own, 
There is a haughty Duty that ſubjects them 


To Chains of State, to wed the public Welfare, 5 


And pot indulge the tender private Virtues.” 


me tighdeſcended Princeſs, who will bring 


New 


New Power: and Intereſt to your Throne demands N 
Tour royal 


ee ( 


o badger! reel. 
And diſengag d as be who never felt 
The powerful Eye of Beauty, never ſigb'd 
For maichleſs Worth like thine, Lihould n 

Al Thoughts of that Alliances. Her ſelb Father 
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$1G1SMIUNDA. '- 


Moſt baſely murder d mine; * andſhey the Daze, 


Supported by his harharous Party ſtill, 
His Pride inherits, his imparious Spirit, 
And igfoleat' Pretenſions to my 'Fhooric!? | 
And cant thou deem me then fo ponrly: dme, 
So cool-a, Traitor to my Father's Blood, 
As fromthe: Cowardice of State: 


E'er to ſubmit ta ſuch a baſe Propelalt x. 7 


Deteſted Thought | O doubly, oubly-batefalt - 
From the two ſtrongeſt Paſſionsz from Averſion 
_ © To:this Cont au r Hand from Love to Thee. 
© Cuſtom, tis true, à venerahle Tyrant, 
O'er ſervile Man extends her blind Dominion; 


The hride of Kings enſlaves them; their Ambition, 


Or Intereſt; lords — —e— | 
But vain their Talk, maiſk'd under ſpecious Words 
* Of Station, Duty, and of Public G:? 
They whom juſt Heaven has to a Throne eralted, 
To che Rights and Liberties of others, 
What Duty binds them to betray their ] 
For me, my freeborn Heart ſhall bear no DiRates, © 

But thoſua of Truth and Honqur; wear no Chains, 
* But the dear Chaius o Love and SIG1MUNDA 5 
Or if indeed my Choice muſt be directed 
By V.iews of Public Good, whom ſhall I chuſe 
So fi ta grace, do dignifg 4 Crown, FI 
And beam wert Miert yon a happy People, 


As tlibez' my Lore? ham place upon my Throne + * 


But Thee, * — from the good SIFFR EDI? 


t e . rn 
9 a : 


. * 
— 


1K TAN CRE D and 
Tis fit that Heart be thine, which drew from him 
Whate'er can make it worthy thy Acceptance. 
— SIGISMUN DA. 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, to raiſe my Hopes above my Duty. 
Charm me no more, my Tan D -O that We 
In thoſe bleſt Woods, where firſt you won my Soul, 
Had paſs*d dur gentle Days; far from the Toil 
And Pomp of Courts! Such is the Wiſh of Love; 
Of Love, that, with delightful Weakneſs, knows 
No Bliſs and no Ambition bur itſelf. 
« But in the wes — wh s full Light, thoſe charming 
r 
© Thoſe fond Miufions va; vaniſh. Awful Duties, 
The Tyranny of Men, even your own Heart, 
Where lurks a Senſe your Paſſion ſtifles now, ' 
But proud imperious Honour call you from me. 
*Tis all in vain Tou cannot huſh a Voice 
That murmurs here muſt not be perinaced | 
_ —TancrED, Kneeling. 5 
Hear me, thou Soul of all my Hopes and Wishes ! 
And witneſs, 2 Prime Source of _ and 
oy 
Not a whole warring World: combin'd heit me; 
It's Pride, it's Splendor, it's impoſing Forms, 
Nor Intereſt, nor Ambition, nor the Face 
* Ot ſolemn State, not even thy Fathers Wiſdom,” 
Shall ever ſhake my Faith to StorsMUN DA! 
[ Trumpets and Accclamations beard. 
Burt, hark the Public Voice to Duties calls me, 
W. hich with unwearied Zeal 1 will diſcharge; 
Autl Thou, yes Thou, ſhalt be my bright Reward 
Yer—ere I go to huſh thy Rook Fears, | 
Thy gelicate eee writes bis Name. 
| Tanke this Blank, 
Sigted wich my Naum and give it to thy Father: 
Tell him 'tis my Command, it be fill'd | 
Wich a; * ſtrict and ſolemn ene es. 
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$1G1SMUNDA. 
Hoy dear each Tie! prion: non = Soul!' 
That more unites me o SIGIMUNDA.” : fo 


"Foe chee and for my People” S Good to live, « 
Is all the Bliſs which ſovereign FU hoc can ves: 


ES 2 err eee amen q 
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$CENE I eee: 


Sirra nbi * * q Fc 
O far 'tis well The late King's Wit — 
85 Upon the Plan I counſel'd; ny Prince por 
Shall ——— ConsSTANTIA Partner of his Throne: 
O great, O wiſh'd Event! whence the dite Seeds 0 
Of dark inteſtine Broils, of Civil War, | 
And all its dreadful Miſeries and Crimes, | 
Shall be for ever rooted from the Land, , 
May theſe dim Eyes, lon 1 — by the Rage 11 
Of cruel Faction and my Country's. Woes 
Tir'd with the Tails and Vanities of Life:: - +...i- $5 
« Behold this Period, then be clos'd in Peace!“ 
But how this mighty Obſtacle ſurmount. 
Which Love wg — — betwixt? Love, that diſturbs 


The Schemes of Wiſdom ſtill; chat 1 wn 4 


| $ aſſion, ä 18 : 

Blind and impetuous in it's fond Purſuits, _ 

Leaves the grey-headed Reaſon far behind 

* Alas! how frail the State of human Bliſs 1. 

When even our honeſt Paſſions oft deſtroy it. 

I was to blame, in Solitude and Shades, 

Infectious Scenes | to truſt their youthful Hearts. 

Would 1 had mark'd the riſing Flame! that now - 

* Burns out with dangerous Force n Daughter 
ons 

Her Paſſion for the 9 ſhe reutlingen ity. 4 
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„% ranvenzp an 
Wich Prayers and Tears and tender Su W 
That almoſt ſhook my Firmneſs— And this Blanks) | k 
Which his raſh Fondneſs gave her, ſhews how os 

To what a wild Extrav: heloves— 
1 ſee no Means it fois my deepeſt. Thought— = 
How to controul this Madneſs of the King, 
That wears the Face of Virtue, and will thence 
Dildain — will from bis — Heart 
Borrow new R even ully,o 
To Reaſon R But it trſuſt be ", 
« My own Advice, of. which, ! more and more 
, ** Approve, the ſtriẽt Conditions of the Will, 
Highly demand his Marriage with ConsTanTIA ; 
Or elſe her Party has a fair Pretence, 

| And all, at ence; is Horror and Confuſion- 
How iſſue from this Maze ?'—The erouding e 
Here ſummonꝰd to ie Palace, meet altea 
To 4 _ their har ure confirm the 
On a gs the Public Fite; 
On a feẽ ty Moments —Eta) there fling: ” 95 
A Gleam of Hope—Yes—with this very xii 
I yet will ſave him—Neceflary Means 
For good and noble Ends can ne'er be wrong; | 
In that re ſiſtleſs, that peculiar Caſe, 75 
Deceit- is Truth and Virtue — But how hold 
This Lion in the Toi? — O will form it 
Of ſuch a fatal Fhread, twiſt it ſo firong 
Wich all the Ties of Honour and of 5 
That his moſt deſperate Fury ſhalt not 1 
The honeſt Snare Here is the Royal Hand | 
I will beneath it write a perfect ful! 
And abſolute Agreement to the Will; 
Which read before the Nobles of the Realm 
« Aſſembled, in the ſacred Face of Sicily, - 

* ConsranT14-preſent, every Heart and Ey * | 
Fi d on their Monarch, every Tongue 
Hs muſt ſubmit, his Dream of Love m N 
It ſhall be done!” To me, I know, tis Ruin; 
But Safety to 5 Public, e the King. | x: . 
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I will not reaſon more, I will not liſten 8. 
© Even to the Voice of Honour'—Ne—'tis find! 

here devote me for my Prince and Country; 
Let them be ſafe, and let me nobly-periſh! 
1 My Shea lin val, icour whoſe a 


** 
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SCENE R. [4 FAT 

01 ab 

| Onnony, Semen 'T 3 

eB ETIAT 'S ” * 70 (1 » 

walk 2 N. 1 Ne 
My n ts Da! 


I from, 1 0 Council haſten d to CONSTANTIA, 
And have accompliſh'd what we there propos d. 
The Princeſs to the Will ſubmits. her Claims. 
She wick her Preſence means to grace the 100 
And of your royal Charge young Todegzp's 
Accept. At firſt, indeed, it ſhogk'd; her: ON 
Of reigning ſole, this- new ſurprizing Scene 
Of Maxrzev's Son, appointed hy the King 
With her Joint-Heir But I fo fully ſhew'd 
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The Juſtice of the Caſe, the public God. 
6 * And {ure eſtabliſh'd Peace which thence would riſes 
oin'd to the ſtrong . Neceſſity that ueg'd 10 


c «i on Sicilia's Throne ſhe meant to lit, 


" . 
£1 va . 7 


Az to the wiſe Diſpoſal of the Will” 


Her high Ambition tam'd.? _ bender, | 


I could diſcern that not from Prudence meerly 


She to I ſabmitred. 
Sura B&H { 6 i 
"Noble Oanonp,.. or 61 | 
You have in en *» the Public gear". !!; >: | 


And ſigngl Service. Yes, I mult avow it; 

This frank and ready Inſtance of your Zeal, 

In ſuch a trying Criſis of the State, 

When Imereſt and Ambition might have wWarp'd 
Your Views; Iowa, this truly generous Virtus 


gn, 


* the Rahoes, 4 my former Judgment. 
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SrFFRED?, no Fo" you belongs the Prale: | 

* The glorious Work i is yours. ” Had | not ſeized, 

Improv'd the wild Occafion to foot out _ 

- © Dwiſion from the Land, and fave my Country, * 

© I had been baſe, been infamous for eve. 

*Tis you, my Lord, to whom the many Thouſands, 

That by the rbarous Sword of Civil War 

Had fallen inglorious, owe their Lives; © to You 

The Sons of this fair Ifle, from her firſt Peers 

* Down to the Swain who tills her golden Plains, 

© Owe their ſafe Homes, their ſoft domeſtick Hours, 
And thro' late Time Poſterity ſhall bleſs you 

© You who advis'd this Wil I bluſh to al, 

I have ſo long oppos'd the beſt good Man gear: | e 

In Siciyh——“ Wich what impartial Care 

Ought we to wateh oer Prejudice and Paſſion, 

Nor truſt too much the jatadic'd Eye ot Party 1+ 

* Henceforth it's vain Deluſions I renounce, -* | 


II Tt's hor Determinations, that confine 


All Merit and all Virtue to itſelf.“ N 
To yours I join my Hand; with you will on oo 
No Intereſt and no Party bur my Country. 
Nor is your Friendſhip only my Ambition : 
There is-a-deargr Name, the Name of F acher, 
By which I ſhould rejoice to call SrrFREDI, 
* Daughter's Hand would Wine rn. wat” 
Unhyay Private Happineſs. amen ae ein 
Din aer Senke U 4 ls . 

| My nd 
You have my glad Sn To be allied 
To your Aiſtin Silbe Family, and Merit, 
I ſhall eſteem an Honour. From my Soul 
I here embrace Eayl - Os uo as my Felony | 
And Son. 4 en 

| 27 Ob; | 

Tou make him tay; „ Tbis Aﬀene, 
80 frank and warm, to what 1 long have wind, | 
6 Faß d all my . 5 at once, aD bo 
of in 
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SIGISMUNDA: * 
© Tn the firſt Bloſſom, it matures our Friendſhip." 
I from this Moment vow myſelf the Friend, 
And zealous Servant of Sirygen1's Houſe. 

Enter an Officer belonging to the Court. 
FFICER tO SIFFREDI. . = 
The King, my Lord, demands your ſpeedy 1 2 1 
StrrkEpl. 
I will attend bim ſtrait Farewel, my Lord: 
The Senate meets; there, a few Moments Rn,” 
I will rejoin you. 
 Os8MonD. 


There, my noble I 
We will eben this ſalutary Work, 
Will there begin a new auſpicious Era. 


R 4.7 $: Sht6 


OsmonD alone. - 


S1FFREDI gives his Daughter to my Wiſhes —— 
But does ſhe give herſelt ? Gay, young, and Aatter'd, 
Perhaps engag'd, will ſhe her youthfu Heart 11 
Yield to my harſher, uncomplying Years? _ 

I am not form'd, by Flattery and Praiſe, . 

By Sighs and Tears, and all the whining Trade 

Of Lok to feed a Fair-one's Vanity; 

To charm at once and ſpoil her. Theſe ſoft Arts 
Nor ſuit my Years nor Temper ; theſe be left 
To Boys and doating Age. A prudent Father, 

By Nature charg'd to guide and rule her Choic, 2 
Reſigns his Daughter to a Huſband's Power, 

Who with ſuperior Dignity, with Reaſon, 

And manly Tenderneſs, will ever love her; 


Not firſt a kneeling Slave, and then a Tyrant. 
_ T8 SCOTT: TSR. 4: $51 
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2 Orrickx. 
vat I have not ſeen 
So wild a Ton * Town is mad with 15 


Shew us our King, they cry, our Norma 
The valiant MANnFRED'S Son, who lov*d the People. 


In vain I told them, we had ria Orders, 
To keep for him Himfelf, and for the Barons, 
All theſe Apartments clear. Qought cou'd 
An their Storm of Zeal, till at 

FRE 


Northern Gate, that fonts che Sea, . 5 
promis d chem Admitrante. 201 


1 Orrie kx. 2 4 
bf. FR not de eir Ra 'of Joy: l 


He is a 4 fable Prince. 4. 
When in my L FRDt's Houſe ! tra,” 1 NI 
Ece by his Favour I WY iſs Office, mo 


1 0 be 2 legt d young n ret . 
To a © 10 er E la * 
He was ſo noble im hjs Way oo e 
So awe ace ee el, ola %, 
Days amt t leer 

H 2 ee 112 quit dw © 

| POT EET Brant ic, Haben! 
We nie Win Tad wie troublous Times endugn. 


He is, they ſay, to wed the late King's Siſter, 
CoxsrAN TIA. 


15 Orrickk. 


25 Friend, of That I greatly doubt. 
or Longe, or Lord PRT Daughter, 


4 * 


- $461SMUND A. 


The gentle S1919MUNDA, has his Heart. Zach 45 Ve 
If one may judge by: kindly. cordial Look 


And fond allidyous Card to pleaſe each ocher,. . 1 
Fr lover de they bleſt, if Ay 
As they deſerve! It were great Puy.aught.. _ 
Should: 
And She the blooming (Grate of . Sicily / 


2* OpricER. 


My Lord Ropapyo, came. 


SCENE VI. 

Py Roporynd, ne _ 
2 3 9711 Been L 
Nys War 21. 


etl Wei ns 
Lou my! i 


This. g 


E * 


181 4 = As ic) 
e * „ 9 
1 i 


79 


Into eie fine»! 
That chro- the 


a a 0 this i Ws yo 


Their Laþours waſte—: 
Or I miſtake the b IT from the 
He 17 at firſt to ſhrink, and round his 


I mark'd a gathering Cloud, when by his . 
As if Ne ad co fh 8 » 5 Homage, 
He ſaw the Tyrant's Da But confeſs'd, 
« At leaſt to me, the Pri Tempeſt frown'd, | 
And ſuook his ſwelling Bolom,* when he heard 
Th' unjuſt, che baſe Conditions of the Will. 
Uncertain toſt, in cruel Agitation. 
He oft, methought, addreſs'd himſelf ro ſptal 
* ie Strrxzol; Who appear, * | 


- 


part à matchleſs Pair ci the Glory He, 9h wy 


* 
* — 


| 


2 T ANC RED ind 
Wich conſcious Haſte, to dread that 8 þ 
And hurry'd on — But hark ! I here a Noi * 
As if th* Aſſembly roſe.— Ha — | 
Oppreſs'd with Grief dd wrapt in nn leb 


Paſſes tee 
Seien and Attendants paſs thro* 
| * * Scene. Laux A advances. 


SCE N E VII. 
Noot rHO. LAURA. 


i LAVRA 
Your hi -prais'd F riend, the King, 
Is falſe,. moſt vilely falſe!” The meaneſt Slave 
Had ſhown a nobler Heart; nor groſsly thus, 
B !y the firſt Bait Ambition ſpread, been gulf d. 
He Maxr p's Son! 'away? it cannot be 
ns that brave Prince could net! betray 
ole Righ ts ſo long uſurpꝰd from his'gteat Een, 
„Which he, this Day, by fuch amazing 3 
Had juſt regain'd; he ner could facrifiee” ©! * 
1 all Honour, Gratitude and Love, | 
"© Even ji ien Meet of his Father's , . a 
4 Avg ride itſelf; Whate er exalts a M * 
«© Aboye 25 groveling Sons of Peaſatit! lud, W311) 
ſas Moment—And for what? we ok any | 1 
kind PermiGion, gracious Leave, FER 
Mi 155 o Throne with | Tyrant” bend. | 


Daughter: UID. 

Ropol rn. A ry 
I ſtand. Cs =P ſurely We Lavas, 
There. DRE: ome Miſtake, © 

GRE. ©... 


py 1 1 - There can be gone! 
S1yFREDI read his full and free Conſent, « 
Before th applauding Senate. True indeed, 
A ſmall Remain of Vcag, a timorous Weakneſs, 
if * daſtardly in Falſhood, made him bluſn 4 3 
| 9 


$\-GTSMUNDA . 
To act this Scene in Sioisstun bs Eye,, 
Who ſunk beneath his Perfidy and Baſeneſs. 
Hence, till To- morrow he adjourn'd the Senate 
To- morro fix'd with Infamy to crown him | 
Then, leading off his gay triumphant Princeſs, 
He left the poor py StormowDa, 10 
To bend her trembling-Steps to that ſad —— 
His faithleſs Vownwill render hateful to her- 
"= meme cannot bear his Preſence! 


2 13 0 #149 
387 oof } 
SCENE. vat. * _ 
\ « T3 
11 


52 sua. Ropourno. 
|  TakeazD, enteringe #0+SLFFREDI.. 5 local 
Avoid me, hoary Traitor — G0, . f 
Give Orders that all Paſſages this Way 1d 11 
Be ſhut—Defend me from a hateful World. ; 
The Bane of Peace and Honour then return— - 

What ! doſt thou haunt me all 7+. 0 — 
r un: Ar 
Unparalle d lndignity Juſt Heaven! f n al 720 : 
Was ever King, r err 18 
So trampled er . 500. 3 $47 301 447 7 f 
 SIFFREDA.: "| | 

Nam 3 

Here ſtrike! Ir nor = Quinn; nor aſk y "aye. & 01 
© © TANCREDs . eig 

6 Diſtraction -O my Soul }— Hold, Reaſon, hold 
Thy giddy Seat—O: 'this gs N oh 


E „ #4 


0 ee K . 0 
178. 1 941 des 88 
| « Exterminate thy Servant! 
t 2640 +Pancetd; --: | * 


All, all bus this 1 could-have.borne——bur Thal“ 
This daring Inſolence beyond Example! 
This murderous Stroke that ſtabs my Peace for ever) 
ot 


5 | That | 


285 T ANC RED 1. 
That * —— there there! "where - the human 


G DAE Yo TN ATESRST 20 of F7 
Matt eh ba. 1H 1 51:7 13H 
rtr. 1 en en ol 
anti "© Gm. av * 
My royal Lord! appeaſe on me your e 
tnc Teren sees. or 
Did ever Nyrant Imagine augh. 1 t eiH 


— — apr this Kurt, 
Robb'd of each Comfort heaven k beſtows on Mortals, 
On the bare Ground. has ſtill hi a —_ 
The ſacred Treaſures of an he 
Which thou haſt dar'd, with raſh ___ Hand, 
And impious Fraud, in me to violate=24 
SIFFREDI. © 
Behold, my Liege, that raſh aiidacious Mind, 
| Which not — — glonous! happy by A 
If by my Ruin I can ſave your Honour. I 
| rns 2 bats ft 1 1 
Such Honour I retwunce! — Scorn 501 
; Greatlyatereſt i it, and m:mean AdviſeTtr / 
Haſt thou not dar'd beneath my Namtitoifliclter—— 
My Name for other es defigintd; ont 7 
" way Given from am on faithful Heart. 
Wich the beſt Love oerſlouing·haſt chou not* 
Beneath thy Sovereign d Name baſely prefum'd 
To ſhieldg'Lyet: a&ge! in Public utter d. 


” 


To all deladed:Sialy?: But ko rw 
This poor Contrivance is as weak as 4 | 
© In fuctianvwrerchel Til none can Ge held » 


But Fools and Cowards+—O thy flimſy Ants, 1 oy 
4 Touch'd by my juſt and burni 
# Shall burſt like Theeadls | in * lame Thy . 


ns 
But more Bm the Pu it . ſhake. 

Had my Refolves been wavering and doubtful, 
This would confirm them, make them fix d as Bu, 
This adds the only Motive that ae iv af JH, 

1 10 


NAT 


© ©'S — 


Sil G ISMUN DA. 


To urge them on thro” War and Deſolation 
warns 1 — 2 Her! the oe 
Of the fe oh 


deſtroy'd my Father * 
The very Theught'is — Exe thou ſeeſt 
The Torch of Hur lnighe theſe hated Nupdals, | 
Thou ſhalt behold Sieiia wrapt in Flames, 
Her — _ her Valleys' arench'd with og 


wer — 
Love ſet 


Pride aſſures the Denner, 

My Honour now is up; in ſpite of Thee, 
A World combin'd againſt me, I wilt give 
This ſcatterd Will in Fragments to the Winde, 
LAſſert my Rights, the Freedom of my knee. 
Cruſh all who dare oppoſe me t the Duſt, 
And 1 N einn on Thee! 

2 SYPPRED 1. 


= 
1 7. 
. as 
» % 


Exhauſt « on me your Rage 31 — 


But for theſe alle Threats thy Paton ben., 

mum l Th. 

© TANCRED."/ ST F110 

e Ha! 

1 Driven ** dee Brink of ſuch Diſhonour, 
Enaugh to make the tameſt Coward: brave, 
4 And into Fierceneſs rouze the mildeſt ee 
What ſhall en my Vengeance? who? = 


n DOI: 2") | 
(17: s Self! 
| * 12 N 
Away! ö dare not to o juſtify thy Crime! 
That, That alone can aggravate it's Horror 
Add Infolence to Inſolence ah 850 
ay make my N. n | 1 
- 'SIFFREDI. '. - , 
O let i burſt 
On this grey ae thy Sevvice! N 
But when the Storm has vented all it's Fury, 
Thou then muſt hear nay more, I know, thou wilt 
Wilk hear the calm, yer-ftrooger Voice of 7 
N 729 : — 7 ou 


I 


AT:A/NICRE D alt 


80 | 
L — R ; 
The Weal of truſted Millions ſhould bear den 


Thy ſelf the Judge, thy fondeſt partial ICE." I 
Thou muſt — — — 
A nobler Pride, a more exalted Honour. 
Superior Pleaſures far, that will 
LY thee, to abide by this my -- wa 
© Unwarranted perhaps in common Juſtice, 
< Butwith Neceſſity, even Virtue's Tyrant, | 
© With awful Voice commanded'— es, thou muſt, 
In.calmer Hours, diveſt thee of thy Love, 


Theſe common Paſſions of the vul gar Bteaſt, 


This boiling Heat of Youth, and be a Sg! 
The Lover of toy People! | 
ae i |: 

Truths ill em 107d! 5 
Abus'd to colour Guilt !—a King! a King * 
Yes, I will bea King, but not a Slave! 
In this, will be a King! in this my People 
Shall learn to judge how I will guard their Rights, 
When they behold me vindicate my own. | 
But have I, ſay, been treated like a King ?— 
Heavens could I ſtoop to ſuch — 2 - * 
I were a mean, a ſhameleſs Wretch, unworth Fe. 
To wield a Scepter in a Land of Slaves, 


A Soil abhor'd:of Virtue, ſhould bely 11 0 
My Father's Blood, bely thoſe very Maxims, - 
At 2 you — my Youth—Sirrgepi ! 


in a ſoftened Tone FRG 
— 


Behold, my Prince behold thy poor old e 


0 Whoſe darling Care, theſe twenty Years, has ij 
Jo nurſe thee up to Virtue ; who for Thee, 
Thy Glory and thy Weal regounces all, 

All Intereſt or Ambition can pour forth; 

What many a ſelfiſh Father would purſue 


© Thro! \Treachery and Crimes ; behold him here,” £ 
Bent on his ſeeble Knees, to beg, - conjure Thee, 


Wich Tears to beg Thee, to controul by Paon, 


ts And 


S'1GISMWUND A 
And fave thy ſelf, thy Honour, and thy People! 
Kneeling with me, behold the many Thouſands 
To thy Protection truſted-: F a . 
The ſacred Front of venerable A 
The tender Virgin and the pepe inn; K 
The Miniſters of Heaven, Thoſe, who maintain, 
Around thy Throne, the Majeſty of Rule: 
* And coſe, whoſe Labour, icorch'd by Winds and 
Sun, 
Feeds the gejoicing Public: ſee them all, 
Here at thy Feet, nog» pany Thee to ſave them, 8 
From Miſery rom Crimes and Rapine! 
Can there be aug ght, kind * in Self- indulgence 
To weigh down T regate of — | 
« With anch compar'd the e private Paſſiog-* 
* Ts but the wafted Duſt upon the Ballance 2? 
Turn not away Oh is there not ſome Part, 
In thy great Heart, ſo ſenſible to Kindneſs, 
And generous Warmth, ſome nobler Part, to feel 
The Prayers and Tears of Theſe, the mingled * 
Of Heaven and Earth 
T ANCRED. 
There is! and thou haſt rouch'd i it. 
Riſe, riſe, SIFFREDI—Oh! Thou haſt undone. me. 2 
Unkind old Man !—O ill-entreated TAxcR RD 
Which Way ſoe' er I turn, Diſhonour rears 
Her hideous Front—and Miſery and Ruin! 
Was it for This you took ſuch Care to form me? 
For this imbued me with the quickeſt Senſe 
Of Shame; theſe finer Feelings, that ne'er vex 
The common Maſs of Mortals, dully happy *- 
In bleſt Inſenſibility ? O rather 
* You ors: have ſear d my un 3 taught me that 
 Fower _. 
And ſplendid Intereſt lord it Rill o'er Virtue ; ke He 
That, gilded by Proſperity and Pride, AF 
There is no Shame, no Meanneſs: temper'd thus, 
I had been fit to rule a venal World. 
* Alas! what meant thy Wantonneſs of Prudence? 


5 
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32 TANCRED kt” 
Why hive you rail this' miſerable Conflie 
Betuber che Duties UP the King and Man? 
Set Virtue Virtye — Ah, — be 
« *Tis thy fu erfluony/ th y unfeeling Wiſdom, 
That has 10 lv * Maze ef Error:; 
« Almoſt beyond Retreat But hold; my Soul, 
Thy ſteady-Purpoſe—Toft by various Dahon, 
To this eternal Anebor keep There is, 
Can be, no Public without Private Vis 
Then mark me well, — — rl 93 1 
0 It is the fol Expedient naw remaini tan 
Fe- morrow, when the Senate meets ein 
Unfeld'the whole, _— the 
Nor That alone, try to repair it's 
There aſhthy — thy Eloquroee and Lareeſt 
< Exert, to reinſtate me in my Nights, 
And from thy en dark Saures eee 
Start not, my Lord This muſt and ſhalt * 
Or here our Friendſhip ends—Howeer difeuis'd, © 
Whatever thy Pretenee, thou art a Traitor! | 
S1r8REDL./ 


I ſhould indeed deſerve d Name of Traitor, 


— 


> — 
” 


LY * 


Andi even a Traitor's Fate, had ! ſogibely, 


Frem Prineiples ſo weale, en e „ 

As eber er N | n 

* "Fawents. Dao e 010'# 

Suu Pc "on 
| My Ling, 


Expect not This The- ' practis'd. er Courts, 

I have nat. ſo ſun learn d their fubtle Trade, j 

To veer obedient with ene Guſt of FPaft% n. 

Fhonour Pines Krengatethy Orde s, - * 

But honour more my Duty. Nougb on Farth 

Shall ever make me fremir ar ſolid A 

* EVR no” mee, — 
Penker. 
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un will not then?! ; 
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Vids | 3 Sir ral. 
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Strrarpi. 
I cannot! 
| TANcRED. 

Away ! Begone ! O my Ropor no, come, 
And fave me from this Traitor! — Hence, I ſay, 
Avoid my Preſence ſtrait! and, know, old Man, 
Thou my worſt Foe beneath the Maſk of Friendſhip, 
© Who not content to trample in the Duſt 
My deareſt Rights, doſt with cool Inſolence 
. Perſiſt, and call it Duty; hadſt thou not 
A Daughter that protects thee, thou ſhouldſt feel 
* The Vengeance thou deſerveſt'——No Reply 
Away! i 


8 E N E . 
Tea. Robol ho. 


Ropor vuo. . 
Wbt can incenſe my Prince ſo highly 
"Sn _ Friend SiFFREDI1 ? 
TANCRED. 
#5. Friend! RopoLeno? ' 
When I have told thee what this Friend has done, 
How play'd me like a Boy, a baſe-born Wretch, 
Who had nor Heart nor Spirit! thou wilt ſtand 
Amaz'd, and wonder at my ſtupid Patience. 
Ropor Ro. 
I keard, with mixt Aﬀoniſhment and Grief, 
< The Ki King's unjuſt diſhonourable Will. 
Void in Klelf——1 ſaw you ſtung with Rage, 


And writhing in the Snare; juſt as I went, 


< At your Command, to wait you here 
6 Was the King's Deed, not his. 

5 ITANCRED. 
00e died 11 

8 Theſe many Years he has in ſecret hatch'd 

This black Contrivance, glories in the Scheme, 

And proudly plumes him with his traiterous Virtue, 

But that was nought, Ropol v no, nothing, W 6 


But That 


— 
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34 TAN. CRE D and 
O that was gentle, blameleſs to what follow'd! 
© I had, my Friend, to SiG1sMUNDA given, 

* To huſh her Fears, in the full Guſh of Fondneſs, 
A Blank-ſign'd by my Hand—and he -O Heavens 
Was ever ſuch a wild Attempt e wrote 
Beneath my Name an abſolute Compliance 

* To this deteſted Will; nay, dar'd to read it 
Before my ſelf, on my inſulted Throne 
His idle Pageant plac'd Oh! Words are weak, 
Jo paint the Pangs, the Rage, the Indignation; 


That whirl'd from Thought to 1 my Soul 
in Tempeſt, 


No on the Point to burſt, and now by Shame 

< Repreſs'd But in the Face of Sicily, 

All mad with Acclamation, what, RopoLeno, 

What could I do? The ſole Relief that roſe 

* To my diſtracted Mind, was to adjourn 

< The Aſſembly till To-morrow But To-morrow 

What can be done? O it avails not what 

I care not what is done—— My only Care 

Is how to clear my Faith to S161$MUnNDA. | 

She thinks me falſe ! She caft a Look that kill'd me 

Ol am baſe in SicismunDa's Eye! 

« The loweſt of Mankind, the moſt Perfidious 
Ronoxrno. 

This was a Strain of Inſolence indeed, 


A daring Outrage of lo rer a Nature, 
« As ſtuns me quite 


TanckrgD. ' - | 

< Curs'd be my timid Prudence! | 
That daſh'd not back, that Moment, in his Face, 
The bold preſumptuous Lye—and curs'd this Hand! . 
© That from a Start of poor Diſſimulation, 

Led off my S1c1$MUNDA'S hated Rival. „ 

Ah then! what, poiſon'd by the falſe Appearance, 
What, SiG18MUNnDA, were thy Thoughts of me 
« How in the ſilent Bitterneſs of Soul, | | 
How didſt thou ſcorn me! hate Mankind, thy ſelf, 
For truſting to the Vows of faithleſs TANcRED! 


For 


* 


2 
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For ſuck I or arty was The Thought diſtracts 
© me: 
© I ſhnuld have caſt a flattering World aſide, 
© Ruſh'd from my Throne, before them all avow'd 
Her, 
The Choice, the Glory of my free-born Heart, 
* And ſpurn'd the ſhameleſs Fetters thrown upon it 
© Inſtead of that—Contuſton |! what I did - 
Has clinch'd the Chain, confirm*d Str rREDI's Crime, 
And fix'd me down to Infamy ! 
| © RoDoLPno. 
My Lord, 
© Blame not the Conduct, which your Situation 
* Tore from your tortur'd Heart What could you 
do? 
Had you, ſo circumſtanc'd, in open Senate, 
© Before th' aſtoniſh'd Publ c, with no Friends 
© Prepar'd, no Party form'd, affronted thus 
The haughty Princeſs and her powerful Faction, 
Supported by this Will, the ſudden Stroke, 
* Abrupt and premature, might have recoil'd 
Upon your ſelf, even your own Friends revolted, 
And turn'd at once the public Scale againſt you, 
< Beſides, conſider, had you then detected, 
In its freſh Guilt, this Action of Furnnot. 
Lou muſt with ſignal Vengeance have chaſtis'd 
The treaſonable Deed Nothing ſo mean 
As weak inſulted Power that dares not puniſh. 
And how would that have ſuited with your Love? 
His Daughter preſent too ? Truſt me, your Conduct, 
Howe'er abhorrent to a Heart like yours, 
Was fortunate and wiſe Not that I mean 15 
E'er to adviſe Submiſſion 
TANcRED. 
Heavens! Submiſſion! 
Could I deſcend to bear it, even in Thought, 
Deſpiſe me, you, the World, and SiG1sMunDa ! 
«* Submiſſion No! To- morrow's glorious Light 
* Shall flaſh Diſcovery on this Scene of Baſeneſs. 


D 2 Whatever 
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| I T A N C RED and 
© Whatever be the Riſque, by Heavens ! To-morrow, 
I will o'erturn the dirty Lye-built Schemes 
Of theſe old Men, and ſhew my faithful Senate, 
That Max FRE DU's Son knows to aſſert and wear, 
With undiminiſh'd Dignity, that Crown 
* This unexpected Day has plac'd upon him.” | 
-But This, my F nd, this black unheard-of Out- 
rage 
I cannot now umpart——Till SIGISMUNDA | 
Be diſabus'd, my Breaſt is Tumult all, 
© And can obey no ſettled Courſe of Reaſon. * 
I fee Her ſtill, I feel her powerful Image - Aha 
That Look, where with Reproach Complaint was 
< mix'd, 
« Big with ſoft Woe and gentle Indignation, 
Which ſeem'd at once to pity and to ſcorn me 
O let me find Her! I too long have left 
My S161$MUNDA to converſe with Tears, th 
A Prey to Thoughts that picture me a Villain. 
But ah! how, clogg'd with this accurſed State, 
A tedious World, ſhall I now find Acceſs ? 
Her Father roo—Ten Thouſand Horrors croud 
Into the wild fantaſtic Eye of Love : 
Who knows what he may do?* Come then, my 
Friend, 
And by the Hand of Lavza, O let me ſteal 
A Letter to her Bolom—* I no longer 
Can bear her Abſence, by the juſt Contempt 
She now muſt brand me with, inflam'd to Madneſs,” 
Fly, my RovoLeno, fly! engage thy Siſter 
To aid my Letter, and this very Evening 
Secure an Interview—1I would not bear 
This Rack another Day not for my Kingdom! 


Till then deep-plung'd in Solitude and Shades, 
I will not ſee the hated Face of Man. 


Thought drives on Thought, on Paſſions Paſſions roll, 
Her Smiles alone can calm my raging Soul. 


ACT 
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S:c1SMUNDA alone, fitting in a-diſconſolate Poſture. 
H Tyrant, Prince! ah more than faithleſs 
A TAN RED! 
Ungenerous and inhuman in thy F alſebood! 
* Hadſt Thou, this Morning, when my hopeleſs Heart, 
* Submiſſive to my Fortune and my Duty, 
Had ſo much Spirit left as to be willing 
© To give Thee back thy Vows, ah! hadſt Thou then 
* Confteſs'd the ſad Neceſſity thy State 
* Impos'd upon Thee, and with gentle F riendſhip, 
Since we mult part at laſt, our Parting ſoften'd; 
I ſhould indeed] ſhould have been unhappy, 
© But not to this Extreme Amidſt my Grief, 
I had, with penſive Pleaſure, cheriſh'd till 
The ſweet Remembrance of thy former Love, 
Thy Image ſtill had dwelt upon my Soul, 
And made our guiltleſs Woes not undelightful. 
But coolly thus'—How could'ſt thou be ſo cruel ?— 
Thus to revive my Hopes, to ſoothe my Love 
And call forth all its Tenderneſs, then fink me 
In black Deſpair——W hat unrelenting Pride 
Poſſeſs'd thy Breaſt, that thou couldff bear unmov'd 
To ſee me bent beneath a Weight of Shame? 
© Pangs thou _ never feel ?* How couldſt chou 
drag m 
In barbarous T 3 at a Rival's gui , 
How make me Witneſs to a Sight of Horror? 
That Hand, which, but a few ſhort Hours ago, 
So wantonly abus'd my ſimple Faith, 
Before th' atteſting World given to another, 
Irrevocably given — There was a Time, 
* When the leaft Cloud that hung upon my Brow, 
Perhaps imagin'd only, touch'd thy Pity. 
Then, brighten'd often by the ready Tear, 
6 Thy. Looks were Softnelt all; then the quick Heart, 
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38 TANCRE D and 
In every Nerve alive, forgot it ſelf, 
And for each other then we felt alone. 
© But now, alas! thoſe tender Days are fled ; 
No thou canſt ſee me wretched, pierc'd with 
* Anguiſh, 
With ſtudied Anguiſh of thy own creating, | 
Nor wet thy harden'd Eye Hold, let me think 
I wrong Thee ſure: Thou canſt not be ſo baſe, 
* As meanly in my Miſery to triumph 
What is it then? Why ſhould I ſearch for Pain? — 
O' tis as bad !—Tis Fickleneſs of Nature, 
* *Tis ſickly Love extinguiſh'd by Ambition'- 
Is there, kind Heaven! no Conſtancy in Man? * 
No ſtedfaſt Truth, no generous fix'd Affection, 
That can bear up againſt a ſelfiſh World? | 
No, there is none Even Tancke is inconſtant ! 
[ Ry/ing. 
Hence! let me fly this Scene! —Whate'er J ſee, 
'© Theſe Roofs, theſe Walls, each Object that ſur- 
rounds me, 
Are tainted with his Vows—But whither fly? 
© The Groves are worſe, the ſoft Retreat of Belmont, 
© It's deepening Glooms, gay Lawns, and airy Sum- 
« mits, 
Will wound my buſy Memo to Torture, 
And all its Shades will whiſper——faithleſs Tax- 
© CRED | mmm 
My Father comes How, ſunk in this Diſorder, 
Shall I ſuſtain his Preſence ? 


155 3 
eee. 
SIFFREDI. SIGISMUNDA. 

"S1FeFRED1. 


S1IGSMUNDA, _ 
My deareſt Child! I grieve to find Thee thus 


A Prey to Tears. I know the powerful Cauſe - 
From which they flow, and therefore can excuſe them, 
But not ther wilful obſtinate Continuance. 


Come, 


SIGISMUND A. 39 
Come, rouſe Thee then, call up thy drooping Spirit,“) 
Come, wake to Reaſon from this Dream of Love, 
And ſhew the World thou art SFT REDI's Daughter. 
| SIGISMUNDA. 
Alas! I am unworthy of that Name. 
| SIFFREDI. 

Thou art indeed to blame; thou haſt too raſhly 
Engag'd thy Heart, without a Father's Sanction. 

But this I can forgive. The King has Virtues, 

That plead thy full Excuſe ; nor was I void { 
Of Blame, to truſt Thee to theſe dangerous Virtues. 
Then dread not my Reproaches. Tho? he blames, 
Thy tender Father pities more than blames Thee. 
Thou art my Daughter ſtill; and, if thy Heart 

Will now reſume its Pride, aſſert itſelf, 

And greatly riſe ſuperior to this Trial, 
I to my warmeſt Confidence again 
Will take thee, and eſteem thee more my Daughter. 

SIGISMUN DA. | 

O you ate gentler far than I deſerve! 
It is, it ever was, my darling Pride, 
To bend my Soul to your ſupreme Commands, | 
Your wiſeſt Will; and tho', by Love betray'd —— 
Alas! and puniſh'd too - have tranſgreſs'd | 
The niceſt Bounds of Duty, yet I feel 
A Sentiment of Tenderneſs, a Source 
Of filial Nature ſpringing in my Breaſt, 
That, ſhould it kill me, ſhall controul this Paſſion, 
And make me all Submiſſion and Obedience 

To you, my honour'd Lord, the beſt of Fathers. 

| SIFFREDI, 

Come to my Arms, Thou Comfort of my Age! 
Thou only Joy and Hope of theſe grey Hairs!* 
Come! let me take Thee to a Parent's Heart ; 

There, with the kindly Aid of my Advice, 

Even with the Dew of theſe paternal Tears, 
Revive and nouriſh this becoming Spirit 

Then Thou doſt promiſe me, my S1G61SMUNDA —— 
Thy Father ſtoops to make it his Requeſt—— _ 
0 | D 4 Thou 


— 
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Thou wilt reſign thy fond preſumptuous Hopes, 

And henceforth never more indulge one Thought 

That in the Light of Love regards the King? 

| SIGISMUNDA.. 

Hopes I have none !—Thoſe by this fatal Day 

Are blaſted all—But from my Soul to baniſh, 

While weeping Memory there retains her Seat, 

Thoughts whichthe pureſt Boſom might have cheriſh'd, 

Once my Delight, now even in Anguiſh charming, 

Is more, alas! my Lord, than I can promiſe. 
SIFFREDI, 


| Abſence and Time, the Softner of our Paſſions, 


Will conquer This. Mean time, I hope from Thee 
A generous grea Effort; that Thou wilt now 
Exert thy utmoſt Force, nor languiſh thus 

© Beneath the vain Extravagance of Love. 

Let not thy Father bluſh to hear it ſaid, 

- ul — was ſo weak, e er to admit 

A thought ſo void of Reaſon, that a King 
Should to his Rank, his Honour and his Glory, 
be high important Duties of a Throne, 

Even to his Throne itſelf, madly prefer 

A wild romantic Paſſion, the fond Child 

Of youthful dreaming Thought and vacant Hours; 
That He ſhould quit his Heaven-appointed Station, 
Deſert his awful Charge, the Care of all 
Ihe toiling Millions which this Iſle contains; 

« Nay more, ſhall p wem into War and Ruin: | 
And all to ſooth a ſick Imagination, 

A miſerable Weakneſs' Muſt for Thee, 


1 make Thee bleſt, Sicilia be unhappy ? 
The King hisgſelf, loſt to the nobler Senſe 


Of! Hani ily Praiſe, become the piteous Heroe 
Of — Tale, and ruſh on ſure Deſtrudion? 
Canſt thou, my Daughter, let the monſtrous Thought 
Poſſeſs one Moment thy perverted Fancy? _ | 
Rouſe thee, for ſhame! and if a Spark of Virtue 
Lies ſlumbering in thy Soul, bid it blaze forth; 
. om n to the oon Leſſon, N 


| hw 


SIGISMUNDA 
This Day thy Lover gave thee from his Throne. 
| DIGISMUN DA. | 2 
Ah, that was not from Virtue Had, my Father, 
That been his Aim, I yield to what you ſay; 
Tis powerful Truth, unanſwerable Reaſon. _ 
Then, then, with ſad but duteous Reſignation, 
I had ſubmitted as became your Daughter; 
But in that Moment, when my humbled Hopes 
Were to my Duty reconcil'd, to raiſe them 
To yet a fonder Height than &'er they knew, > 
Then rudely daſh them down—There is the Sting! 
The blaſting View is ever preſent to me— 
Why did you drag me to a Sight ſo cruel? 
| SIFFREDI., _ 
It was a Scene to fire thy Emulation. 
SIGISMUNDA. ” 
It was a Scene of Perfidy ! But know, 
J will do no more than imitate the King 
For he is falſe I, tho? ſincerely pierc'd 
With the beſt trueſt Paſſion ever touch'd 
A Virgin's Breaſt, here vow to Heaven and You, 
Tho' from my Heart I cannot, from my Ho 
Io caſt * Frince-—what would you more, my Fae 
ther! | 
SIFFREDI. _ 
Yes, one Thing more—Thy Father then is happy 
Tho? by the Voice of Innocence and Virtue 
Abſoly'd, we live not to ourſelves alone 
A rigorous World, with peremptory Sway, 
Subjects us all, and even the Nobleſt moſt. 
This World from Thee, my Honour and thy own, 
Demands one Step; a Step, by whick convinc'd 
The King may ſee thy Heart diſdains to wear 
A Chain which his has greatly thrown aſide. 
« 'Tis fitting too, thy Sex's Pride commands Thee, 
Iso ſhew th approving World thou canſt reſign, 
„As well as He, nor with inferior * | 
A Paſſion fatal to the Public Weal,” _ 
But, above all, thou muſt root out for ever 
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From the King's Breaſt the leaſt Remain of Hope, 
And henceforth make his mention'd Love Diſhonour. 
Theſe Things, my Daughter, that muſt needs be done, 
Can but this Way be done by the ſafe Refuge, 
The ſacred Shelter of a Huſband's Arms. 

And there is one 


S1GISMUN®A. 
| Good Heavens! what means my Lord? 
SIFFREDI. 
One of illuſtrious Family, high Rank, 
Yet {till of higher Dignity and Merit, 
Who can, and will protect Thee; one to awe 
The King himfelf—Nay, hear me, Sro15MunDa- 
The noble OsMonp courts thee for his Bride, 


And has my plighted Word This Day 
SIGISMUNDA #neeling. 
My Father! 


1 me with trembling Arms embrace thy Knees! 
O if thou ever wiſh'd to ſee me happy; 

If e'er in infant Years I gave you Joy, 

When, as I prattling twin'd around your Neck, 
You ſnatch'd me to your Boſom, kiſs'd my Eyes, 
And melting ſaid you faw my Mother there; 

O ſave me from that worſt Severity 

Of Fate; O outrage not my breaking Heart 
To that degree I cannot!—tis impoſſible !— 

* So ſoon withdraw it, give it to another* 
Hear me, my deareſt Father ! hear the Voice 

Of Nature and Humanity, that plead \ 
As well as Juſtice for me!—Not to chuſe 
Without your wife Direction may be Duty; 


But ſtill my Choice is free—* That is a Right, 


Which even the loweſt Slave can never loſe.” 

And would you thus degrade me ? make me baſe ? 

For ſuch it were, to give my worthleſs Perſon 

Wirhout my Heart, an Injury to OsMonp, | 

The higheſt can be done Let me, my Lord — 
Or I ſhall die, ſhall by the ſudden Change 

Be to, * „ me wear out 


My 


* 
2 


SIGTSMUND A. 

My hapleſs Days in Solitude and Silence, 
Far from the Malice af a prying World 
At leaſt—you cannot. ſure refuſe me This 
Give me a little Time I will do all, 

All I can do, to pleaſe you ei 0 PR 6 
. Sheds a kind Beam + — een O 
ay AY 


My Daughter! vou abuſe 
by The Softneſs of my Natue - 


S 1fSISNMp Nba. 
Here, my Fache, 
© Till you relent,” here will I grow for ever!! 
SIFFREDI. 
Riſe, S101$MUNDA, Tho- you touch my Hearty, 
Nothing, can ſhake th* inexorable Dictates 
Of Honour, Duty, and determin'd Reaſon. 
Then by the holy Ties of- filial Love, . 
Reſolve, I charge Thee, to receive Bai Ongonn.; 
As ſuits the Man who is thy Father's Choice, 
And worthy of thy Hand] goto bring him— | 
SIGISMUNDA. 1 
Spare me, my deareſt Father ! | 127 
SirrRrol, a/ide. 


I muſt ruſh 
From * ſoft Graſp, or Nature will betray me 


O grant us, Heaven! that Fortitude of — 1 
Which liſtens to our Duty, not our Paſſions * 2 
Quit me, my Child! 
S1618MUBDA..: 
Lou cannot, Oh my Father ! 
You cannot leave me thus 
SirrR EDI. 
| | Come hither, LAUun a. 
Come to thy Friend. Now ſhew thyſelf a Friend. 
Combate her Weakneſs ; diſſipate her Tears; 


Cheriſh, and e Her to her Duty... 
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"TANCRED 1 
SCENE. II. 


Ste leuenpa. Laus. 


Siolsmumb. | 
© Woe on Woe! det by Lewe end Duty! 
Z O every Nr uhappy S161$MUNDA ! 
| AURA. | 1 
* Forgive me, Madam, if 1 blame your Grief. 
How can you waſte your Tears on one ſo falſe ? 
Unworthy of your Tenderneſs ? to whom 
Nought but Contempt is due and Indignation ? 
SIGISMUNDA. 
You know not half the Horrors of my Fate! 
1 might perhaps have learn'd to ſcorn his Falſehood; 
Nay. when the firſt ſad burſt of Tears was 
1 might have rous'd my Pride and fcorn'd Himſelf— 
But tis too much, this greateſt laſt Misfortune 
O whither ſhall I fly ? Where hide me, Laus, 
From the dire Scene my Father now prepares ! 
LAURA. 
What thus alarms you, Madam? 
| - 'SIGISMUNDA. 


Can it be? 

Can 1 ah no !——at once give to another 
| My violated Heart? in one wild Moment? 
| . brings Earl Os op to recerve my Vows! _ 
O dreadful Change! for TAN CRD haughty Gass 

LAURA. 
Now, on my Soul, 'tis what an outrag'd Heart, 
Like thine, ſhould vun 1 ſhould, by Heavens, 


eſteem it 
Iheſt exquiſite W + | 
2  SIGISMUNDA. . | 
& Neveng e on whom? 
On my own: Heart, lend but: too  Srerched!” 
Luka. 


+ On Him! this Tancxzo! who has baſely ſold, 
| F or the dull F orm of 5 * 


His 
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$16 1SMUNDA ' a 
His Faith, his Love At once a Slave and pant! 
S161$MUNDA. 4 
O rail at me, at my believing Folly, ._ 
My vain ill-ſqunded: 1 * but Are > hm Lettl 
AURA., 


| Who rais'd theſe - ih who triumpks o'er N 


Weakneſs? 
Pardon the Wotd—You ly metit vl; 
7 Pomp! 


Better than him, wich all bis e 
You rais'd him by your Smiles when he was nothing? 
Where is your Woman's Pride? that guardian Spirit 
Given us to daſh the Perfidy of Man? 
Ye Powers I cannot bear the Thought with Pati- 
CN CC moons © 
« Yet recent from the moſt voſpation Vows ..:........ 7, 
The Tongue of Love e' er laviſh'd; from your Hapes J 
So vainly, idly, cruelly deluded;*._ ; 
Before the Public thus, before your Father, | 
By an irrevocable ſolemn Deed, -- 
With fuch inhuman Scorn, to throw.” you from him, 
To give his faithleſs Hand yet. warm from thine, 
With complicated Meanneſs, to Coxsr AN TIA 
And to complete his Crime, when thy weak Limbs 


Could ſcarce fupport thee, then, of Thee * 
To lead Her off! 


\ __ SIGISMUNDA, 


That was indeed a 
2 Love! to turn it into Rage ane 


keen Contempt What means this i 
Weakneſs ug . 
That hangs upon me? Tenge, unworthy Tears! 
Diſgrace my Cheek no more! No more, my Read. 
For one ſo coolly falſe! or meanly — 
O it imports not which dare to ſuggeſt 
The leaſt Excuſe ! — Ves, Traitor, I will wring 
Thy Pride, will turn thy Triumph to Confuſion! 
I will not pine away my Days for thee, 


Sighing to Brooks and Groves while, with vain Pigs | 
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N 5 | TAN CRE n ? 
ou in a Rivab's Arms lament my Fate 73 
No F Tet me periſh! ere, 4 4 

That ſoft; hr patient, gentle . is lie 

| ho can conſole Her wor the ched Boaſt, 

| iy Was = Thee unhapp = A 

I will be nobly ſo |! —— Siciſia's Daughters 

| Shaft wondefing {Sie great Example 

Of one wh giſh'd her ill- ju | * 

Who made it bow to what it moſt coal 

ſh*d'it to Miſery '' for. havin thus F 

So lightly | liſten · d tos worthleſs ! rer! EY rf 

LAURA. ) 

At laſt it. mounts ! the kindling oY 2: of Views 8 

Truſt me, thy Marriage will — Har. 

- _ SIGISMUNDA,. ., .- 125 * 

Q may the Furies light his Nuptial Torch! 

Be it accurs'd 4s WV] for the fair Peace, 

The tender Joys of Hymeneal Love, 

May Jealouſy à walk d, and fell Remorſe, 

Pour all their fierceſt Venom thro” his Breaſt !—— 

Where the Fates lead; and blind Revenge, I 3 

Let me not think —By injur'd Love! 1 vow, 

Thou ſhalt, baſe Prince! perfidious and inhuman! 

Thou ſhalt behold me in another's Arms l . 

In his thou hateſt! Os Mod's! 

a Lava, 5 5 

That will grind 

| 5 Heart with ſecret Rage! Aye, that will ſting, 

His Soul to Madneſs ! ſet him up a Terror, 

A Spectacle of Woe to faithleſs Lovers. 

| Your cooler Thought, beſides, will of the Change 

| Approve, and think it happy. Noble Os ox p 

From the ſame Stock with him derives his Birth, 

Firſt of Sicilian Barons, prudent, braye, 

Of ſtricteſt Honour, and by all rever'd 

S161$MUNDA. 

Talk not of Osmonp, but perfidious TAxcRED! 

Rail at him, rail! invent new Names of Scorn! 

Alliſ me, LAURA; lend my Rage freſh Fewel; 
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SIGISMUNDA. 47 
Support my ſtaggering Purpoſe, which already. 
6.495 fail _ Sah, my Vaunts how vain! 

How have I ly'd to my own Heart Alas! 
My Tears return, the mighty Flood o'erwhelms me! 
Ten Thouſand crowding Images diſtract 
My tortur'd Thought And is it come to This ? 

Our Hopes? our Vows? * our oft repeated Wiſhes, 
< Breath'd from the fervent Soul, and fall of Heaven,” 
To make: * other happy y ?—come to This ! N 

AURA. | 

If thy own | Peace and Honour cannot keep 
Thy Reſolution fix'd, yet, S1G1$MUNDA, 

O think, how deeply, how — EO 
Thy F ather is engag'd. 2 

| S1GISMUNDA. 5 

Ah wretched Weakneſs! 

That chus enthrals my Soul, that chaſes thence _ | 
* Each nobler Thought, the Senſe of every 7 5 * 
And have I then no Tears for Thee, my F hep 55 
Can 1 forget thy Cares, from helpleſs Years, 
Thy Tenderneſs for me? an Eye ſtill beam'd 
With Love? a Brow that never knew a F —_— 

Nor a harſh Word thy Tongue? Shall I for Theſe, 
Repay thy ſtooping venerable Age, 

With Shame, Diſquiet, Anguiſh: and Diſhonour?- - 

It muſt not be Thou Firſt. of Angels! come, 
Sweet filial Piety ! and firm my Breaſt! 
Ves, let one Daughter to her Fate ſubmit, _ 
Be nobly wretched but her Father happy! 
LavuRra!—they come!—O. Heavens! I cannot ſtand 

The horrid Trial—Open, open, Earth! 


. * 


1 


And hide me from their View! , - | 
 Lavna. Ws 4 We 
Madam!— : 
mmm Als Soak. 39.4; - SCENEJ 
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TANCKED and 


8 C EN E W. 
Pen * 
| Tn oy Oase. Sꝛicissunba. Laun l. 
oa Frrrxr vb E 
; 'My Daughter, 


| Behold my db Find ho woah thy Hand, 
Nor ſhall I leſs be pleas d, in his I, | 


And when to eall my Son I ſhalt be proud; 
's 2 "0s, 


OS.. p. vn! 
** Think not, Ipreſume, AY 

Madam, on this your Father's kind Conſent U 

To make me bleſt. I love you from a Heart, 

Thar ſeeks your Good ſuperior to my own; 

And will, by every Art of tender end: * 

Conſult your deareſt Welfare. May I hope, 

Tours does not diſayow your Fathers Choice? 

| SronmunDa. F 

4 Aenne Sir — and have no Po-wWer 

ö Oer my own e _— _ Lava: 

T9 ; l Faints. 

| Fn ans | 

«neck Her -off--She breaches- my Daughter! . 
"SIGISMUNDA. | 
Enn N Oh | 

Forgive my \Weaeneſ—Soft—my Lava, 12 0 me-- 


To my ee | 

oh SrreREDL | 

"Pardo me, "- um 326 
If by this ſudden Accident n 

I leave you for a Moment. 


. SCENE v. 
| OsmonD alone. 
2 Let me thinæ ——— 
What can this mean? Is it to me Averſion? 
Or is it, as I fear'd, She loves another? 1151 
s F — 


4 ad: * — 
1 * . . , 
4 N 


"45+ 


* 


SIGISMUND Ar 49. 
Ha!—yes—perhaps the King, the young Count | 
Tancred! . | 
They were bred up rogether—Surely That, 
That cannot be — Has he not given his Hand, 
In the moſt ſolemn Manner, to CoxsrAN TA 7 
Does not his Crown depend upon the Deed ?. 
* No—if they lov'd, and this old Stateſman knew ity 
* Hecould not to a King prefer a Subject. 
His Virtues I eſteem—nay more, l truſt them 
so far as Virtue goes - but could he place 
* His Daughter on the Throne of Siciy— 

O 'tis a glorious Bribe too much for Man 1 

What is it then? I care not what it be. 

My Honour now, my Dignity demands 

That my propos d Alliance, by her Father 

And even her ſelf accepted, be not ſcorn'd. 

I love her too—1 never knew till now __ 

To what a Pitch I lov'd Her. O She ſhot 

s Ten thouſand Charms into my inmoſt Soul! 

< She look'd fo mild, ſo amiably gentle, 

© She bow'd her. Head, ſhe glow'd with ſuch Con- 
fuſion, 

Such Lovelineſs of Modeſty! She is, * 

In gracious Mind, in Manners, and in Perſon, 

* The perfect Model of all female.Beauty !'— 

She muſt be mine—She is If yet her Heart 

Conſents not to my Happineſs, her Duty, 

Join'd to my tender Cares, will gain f ſp much 

Upon her generous Nature — That wi i follow, 5 


* 


T he Man of Senſe, who acts a prudent N oh ll 
Not flattering ſteals, but forms himſelf the Hearts, 


30 1 ANC RED and 
ACT IV. 


SCENE I. TheCarden belonging to StrraRDI“ 
Houſe. 


S1GISMUNDA. LAURA. 


- St615$MUNDA, with a Letter in ber Hand. 

Is done II am a Slave !—The fatal Vow 

1 Has paſs d my Lips!——Methought in thoſe 

- fad Moments, | 

The Tombs around, the Saints, the darken'd Altar, 
And all the trembling Shrines with Horror ſhook. 
But here is ſtill new Matter of Diſtreſs. 
© Tancxxp ceaſe to perſecute me more! 
O grudge me not ſome calmer State of Woe ! 
Some quiet Gloom to ſhade my hopeleſs Days, 


Where I may never hear of Love and Thee — : 


Has LAuRA too confpir'd againſt my Peace? 

Why did you take this Letter ?—Bear it back 

[ Giving her the Letter. 
gw ang 


I will not court new Pain. 

LAURA. 
| Madam, Rovoreno! 
Urg'd me ſo much, nay, even with Tears conjur'd 

| me, 
But this once more to ſerve the unhappy King—— 
For ſuch He ſaid He was——that tho? enrag'd, 
Equal with Thee, at his inhuman Falſchood, 
I could not to my Brother's fervent Prayers 
Refuſe this Office Read ir— His Excuſes 
Will only more expoſe his Falſehood. 
S1GISMUNDA. 


No. 


It fuits not OsMoxD's Wife to read one Line 
From that contagious Hand—ſhe knows too well | 

. LAURA. | 
He paints him out diſtreſs'd beyond Expreſſion, 
* 
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Even 


, 


* 


$SIGISMUNDA —© 5r 
Even on the Point of Madneſs, Wild as Winds, 
And fighting Seas, he raves. His Paſſions mix, 
With ceaſeleſs Rage, all in each giddy Moment. 
He dies to ſee you and to clear his Faith. 
1 GISMUNDA. | 
Mie me from That !—Thart would be worſe than a 
LAURA. 
I but report my Brother's Words; who then 
Began to talk of ſome dark Impoſition, 
That had deceiv'd us all: when, interrupted, 
We heard your Father and Earl Os uon near, 
As ſummon'd to ConsTranT1a's Court they went. 
 SIGISMUNDA.. 
Ha! Impoſition! ?—Welll—If I am doom'd 
To be, o'er all my Sex, the Wretch of Love, | 
In vain I would reſiſt—Give me the Letter — 
To know the worſt is ſome Relief Alas | 
It was not, thus with ſuch dire Palpitations, 
That, TAxek Ep, once 1 us'd to read thy Letters. 
¶ Attembting to read the Letter, but gives it to Laura. 
Ah fond Remembrance blinds me Read it, LAURA. 
 Lavra reads. 2 
ot me, S1GiMuUNDa, from that moſt N 
which a faithful Heart can ſuffer —To be thought 
12 5 Her, from whoſe Eſteem even Virtue borrows 
new Charms. When I ſubmitted to my cruel Situation, 
it was' not Falſebood you beheld, but an Exceſs of Love. 
Rather than endanger That, I for a while gave up my. 
Honour, Every ; rb till I ſee you, ſtabs me with 
ſeverer Pangs than real Guilt it ſelf can feel. Let me 
then conjure you to meet me in the Garden, towards the 
| Cloſe of the Day, when I will explain this Myſtery. We 
have been moſt inhumanly abuſed; and That by the 
means of the very Paper which J gave you, from the 
warmeſt Sincerity of Love, to aſſure to you the Hears 
and Hang of  TancreD. 
SIGISMUNDA. 
There, Lav a, there, the dreadful Secret rung! 
That Paper! ah that oe.” it ſuggeſts 1, 


A thouſand horrid 1e 7 to my ; 
Gave it; and He perhaps I dare not caſt _ 
A Look that Way If yet indeed you love me, 
O blaſt me not, kind Taxcrep, with the Truth! 
O pitying keep me ignorant for ever! 
What ſtrange peculiar Miſery is mine? 
Reduc'd to wiſh the Man I love were falſe! 
Why was I hurry'd to a Step ſo raſh ? 
Repairleſs Woe |—I might have waited, ſure, 
A few ſhort Hours No Duty that forbade— 
I ow'd thy Love that Juſtice; till this Day _ 
Thy Love an Image of all- perfect Goodneſs! 
A Beam from Heaven that glow'd with every Virtue! 
And have | thrown this Prize of Life away? 
I) be piteous Wreck of one diſtracted Moment! I ol 5 
ah the cold Prudence of remorſeleſs Age! 
| Ah Parents Traitors to your Children's Bliss!“ 
Ah curs'd, ah blind Revenge On every hand 
] was betray'd—You, LAURA, too, betray'd me'l— 
LAURA. 
| Who, who, but He, whatcer he writes, betray'd you ? 
Or falſe or puſillanimous.“ For once, 
I will with you ſuppoſe, that his Agreement | 
To the King's Will was forg'd--Tho' forg'd by whom? 
Your Father ſcorns the Crime —Tet what avails it? 
This, if it clears his Truth, condemns his . he 
A youthful King, by Love and Honour fir'd, 
Patient to fit on his inſulted Throne, 
And let an Outrage, of ſo high a Nature, 
+ Unpuniſh'd paſs, uncheck'd, unccntradifted— 
„00 tis a Meanneſs equal even to Falſchood ! | 
_ . SIGISMUNDA. 
1 no more We have already judg'd 
Too largely without Knowledge. Gft, what ſeems 
A Trifle, a meer Nothing, by itſelf, 
In ſome nice Situations; turns be Scale 
Of Fate, and rules the moſt important Actions.“ 
! Ne, I begin. to feel a ſad Preſage: 
I am unvone,, from that eternal Source 
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S1 S MUND A. $$ 
Of human Woes —the Judgment of the Paſſions. . 
But what have I to do with theſe Excuſes? a 


O ceaſe, my, treachetous eart, to give them room I. 
It ſuits not Thee to plead a Lover's Lale was" 
Even to lament my Fate is now Diſhonour. ogy, 
Nought now remains, but with relentleſs Purpoſe, ... 
To ſhun all Interviews, all Clearing up wo 
Of this dark Scene; to wrap myſelf in Gloom, 

In Solitude and Shades ; there todevour 

The ſilent Sorrows ever ſwelling here; 

And ſince I muſt be wretched—for I muſt— 
To claim the mighty Miſery myſelf, : 
Engroſs it all, and ſpare a hapleſs Father. | 
Hence, let me fly — the Hour approaches —— 


 Lavra. 
Wr Madam, 


Behold he comes- the King- 
SIGISMUNDA. | 
Heavens! how eſcape? 


No—I will ſtay—This one laſt Meeting Leave me. . 
SCENE II. 


| TancreD. S1GISMUNDA. 


TANCRED, 
And are theſe long long Hours of Torture paſt; . 
My Life! my S1G1SMUNDA! 
[ Throwing himſelf at her Feet 


a. hy * 
N +4 * 


SIGISMUNDA. 
| Riſe, my "= * 
To * wy Sovereign thus no more becomes me. 
TaNxckBD. e 


O let me kiſs the Ground on which you tread! N 

Let me exhale my Soul in ſofteſt Tranſport! 

Since I again embrace my S1G1AUNDA | * 
Ri 18 


Unkind! 1 couldſt thaw ever ** me falſe? 
How thus diſhonour Love ? —-$ O1 could much | 


6 Embitter my Cn k How low were med... Ws 


, — 


84 TANC RED G4 
* Thy Thoughts of me? How didſt thou then affront 
The human Heart itſelf ?? After the Vows, 
The fervent Truth, the tender Proteſtations, 
Which mine has often pour d, to let thy Breaſt, 
Whate er th Appearance was, admit Suſpicion ? 
| | SIGISMUNDA. „ 
How ! when I heard myſelf your full Conſent 
To the Jate King's ſo Tan prudent Will ? 
Heard it before you read, in ſolemn Senate ? 
When I beheld you give your Royal Hand 
To Her, whoſe Birth and Dignity, of Right, 
Demands that high Alliance? Yes, my Lord, 
You havedone well. The Man, whom Heaven appoints 
To govern others, ſhould himſelf firſt learn 
To bend his Paſſions to the Sway of Reaſon. 
In all you have done well, but when you bad 
My humbled Hopes look up te you again, 
And ſooth'd with wanton Cruelty my Weakneſs— 
That too was well—My Vanity deſerved 
The ſharp Rebuke, whoſe fond Extravagance 
Could ever dream to balance your Repoſe, 
Tour Glory and the Welfare of a People.“ 
--- TancrEeD.  ' 3 
Chide on, chide on. Thy ſoft Reproaches now, 
' Inſtead of wounding, __ ſoothe my Fondneſs. 
No, no, Thou charming Confort of my Soul! 
I never lov'd Thee with ſuch faithful Ardor, 
As in that cruel miſerable Moment | 
"You thought me falſe; when even my Honour 
_ © ſtoop'd | l 
* To wear for Thee a baffled Face of Baſeneſs.“ 
It was thy barbarous Father, SiG15MunDa, 
Who caught me in the Foil. He turn'd that Paper, 
Meant for th* affuring Bond of Nuptial Love, 
To ruin it for ever; he wrote FOO 
That forg'd Conſent, you heard; beneath my Name, 
* Nay dar'd before my outrag'd Throne to read it!“ 
Had he nat beenthy Father Ha! my Love! 
= F | oe EN — bole ren S1GNMUNDA., 
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$1G1SMUNDA  & Þþ 
StoisuunbA. r eee 


Oh leave the, TANcR BO! 
| __ Tavered. 
No Leave thee ?- Never! never? till you ſet 
My Heart at peace, till theſe dear Lips again 
Pronounce Thee mine! Without Thee I renounce 


My ſelf, my Friends, the World Here on this 
Ha nd— 


* 


SIGISMUNDA. 
My Lord, forget that Hand, 3 never now 
| Can be to thine united _. * % 
Tawen ED. * 


S1GISMUND A |! * 
What doſt Thou mean? Thy Words, thy Look, thy 
Manner, 
Seem to conceal ſome horrid Secret Heavens 
No That was wildDiſtraction fires that Thought 
S1GISMUNDA, 
* Enquire no ren never can be thine. 
2 . | 
What, who ſhall inter = who dares attempt 
| To brave the Fury K an injur d King ? 
Who, ere he ſees Thee ravilh'd from his Hopes, 
Will wilp all blazing Sicily in Flames— 
 _ SIGISMUNDAs 3 
In vain your Power, my Lord This fatal Error 
Join'd to my Father's —1—— Will, 4 
Has plac'd an everlaſting Bar berwixr Us— 
I am—Earl OsMonp's—Wite. 
| T ANCRED; 
Earl en 8 Wife!— TE 


— — 


marry'd! 
Loſt to thy falchful Tawcazs! loſt for cer 
Couldſt thou then doom me to fuck matchleſg Woe, 
Wie ſo much as hearing me —Diſtracton! - — 
1 E 4 | «2 Al, | 


56 TANCRED, a 


Alas! what haſt thou done? Ah, SiolsMunů A! 

Thy raſh Credulity has done a Deed, 

Which of two happieſt Lovers that eer felt 

The bliſsful Power, has made two finiſh'd Wretches! 
But Madneſs Sure, I hou know'ſt it cannot be! 

This Hand is mine! a thouſand thouſand * 


| SCENE III. 


Taxckkb. OsmoxD, ; SIGISMYNDA. 


nm 5 

[ Snatching ber Hand 8 the King. | 
Madam, this Hand, by the moſt ſolemn Rites, ä 
A little Hour ago, was given to me, 
And did not ſovereign Honour now command me, 
Never but with my Life to quit my Claim, | 
1 would renounce it thus! 
TaxncR ED). 

Ha! who art Thou 2 


— 


Preſumpruous Man! 
SIGISMUNDA, ofide. | 
Ire | is my F ather ? Heavens 
| 1 Goes ou. 
Os o. | 
One Thou ſhouldſt better know--Yes--view 1 me--One! 
Who can and will maintain his Rights and Honour, 
Againſt a faithleſs Prince, an upſtart King, 
Whoſe firſt baſe Deed is what a harden'd Tyrant 
Would bluſh to act. 
TancRED, | 
* | Infolent OsM40xD! know, 
*. This - arg King will hurt Confuſion on Thee, 
And all who hall invade his ſacred Rights, 

Prior to Thine—PFhine founded on 12 :: 
On infamous Deceit; **while His oceed 
From mutual Love and free long lighted Faith. 
She is, and ſhall Be mine! —1 67 annul, * 


— 


By the high Power with which the Laws inveſt 1 * 
Thote a Forms in _ you have u 
| 7 © Baſely 


} 


SIGISMUND A. 57 
* Baſely entrap'd, to thy deteſted Nuptials,” | 
My Queen betroth'd ; who has my Heart, my Hint 
And ſhall partake my Throne—If, haughty Lord, 
If This thou doſt not know, then know it now! 
And know beſides, that, having told Thee This, 
Shouldſt Thou but think to urge thy Treaſon * 


ther —— - 


Than Treaſon more! Treaſon againſt my Love — 
Thy Li ſhall anſwer for it! | 

OsMonD. 

Fal my Life 1— 

It moves my Scorn to hear thy eats Threas, 
When was it that a Norman Baron's Life 
Became ſo vile, as on the Frown of Kin 
To hang?—Of That thy Lord the Law muſt judge: 
Or if the Law be weak, my Guardian Sword— 
| Tanenzp. 
Dare not to touch it, Traitor! leſt my Rage 
Break l and do a Deed that miſbecome me. 


S C ENE "Ns 
TANCRED. SIFFREDI. O$SMOND. 


SIFFREDI entering. 

My gracious Lord! what is it I behold ? 
My Sovereign in Contention with his Subjects? 
Surely this Houſe deſerves from Royal Tax) 
A little more Regard, than to be made 
A Scene of Trouble and unſeemly Jars. 
It grieves my Soul, it baffles every Hope, 
lt makes me ſick of Life, to ſee thy Glory 
+ Thus blaſted in the Bud Heavens] can your 

Highneſs 
Fr your ke Character deſcend, 

Dignity of Virtues. and, inſtead 
Of being the Protector of our Rights, : 
< The only Guardian of domeſtic _ 22 

Unkindly to diſturb the ſweet Repo. 
The ſanCtimonious Peace of Familie? 


< 


Us 


38 TANCRED, ind 


For which alone the freeborn Race of Men 
cr a ſubmit ? h | 
TANCRED. 


My Lord Strragpt, 
Spare thy Rebuke. The Da of my Station 

Are not to me unknown But Thou, old Man, 

Doſt Thou not bluſh to talk of Rights invaded ? 

And of out beſt, our deareft Bliſs diſturb'd ? 

Thou! who with more than barbarous Perfidy 

Haſt trampled all Allegiance, I uſtice, Truth, 
Humanity itſelf, beneath thy Feet? 

Thou knoweſt Thou haſt—1 could, to thy Confuſion, 

| Return thy hard Reproaches ; but 1 ſpare Thee 
Before this Lord, 105 whoſe ill- ſorted Friendſhip 

Thou haft moſt baſely ſacrific'd th hter. 

F Farewel, my Lord P or Thee, * aghtr, | 
Who doſt preſume to lift thy ſurly Eye 

To my (fol Love, my gentle S1GISMUN DAs 
Lonce again command Thee, on thy Lite 
— thy Rage - but mark me on thy Life, 
No further urge thy arrogant Pretenſions ! 


SCENE V. 
SIFFREDI, OsmonD. 
Osmonp. 


Ha! e Pretenſions! Heaven * Earth 
| What! arrogant Pretenſions to my Wife? 
My wedded Wife!- Where are we? In a Land 
of Civil Rule,” of Liberty and Laws? —— | 
For on my Life purſue them: From ey Prince ! 
| My Liſe diſdains — Nod. It is the Gift 


Of Parent Heaven, who gave me too an Arm, 


* 


A Spirit to defend it againſt Tyrants. 

+ The Normas Race, the Sons of mighty Rol 

Who ruſhing in a Tempeſt from the North, 

Great Nurſe of generous Freemen! bravely won 

6 — their 2 Swords their Seats, and ſtill poſſeſs 
* 


By 


- 


SIGIS MUND A. 59 


* By the ſame noble Tenure, are not us'd 
* To hear ſuch Language If I now deft, | 
< Then brand me for a Coward! deem me Villain! 
* A Traytor to the Public] By this Conduct 
* Deceiv'd, betray'd, inſulted, tyranniz d. | 
Mine is a common Cauſe. My Arm ſhall guard, 
Mix'd with my own, the Rights of each Sicilian, 
© Of ſocial Lite, and of Mankind in general.” 
Ere to thy Tyrant Rage they fall a Prey, 
I ſhall find Means to ſhake thy tottering Throne, 
Which this illegal, this perfidious Uſage 
Forfeits at once, and cruſh thee in the Ruins !— 
Coxs TAN TIA is my Queen 
Strrxkofl. 

Lord Conſtable, 
Let us be ſtedfaſt in the Right; but let us 
Act with cool Prudence, and with manly Temper, 
As well as manly Firmneſs. True, I own, 
+ Th Indignitics you ſuffer are fo high, | 
As might even juſtify what now you threaten. 
+ Butif, my Lord, we can prevent the Woes, 
The cruel Horrors of inteſtine War, 
Vet hold untbuch'd our Liberties and Laws; 
O let us, rais'd above the turbid Sphere 
Of little ſelfiſh Paſſions, nobly do it! 
Nor to our hot intemperate Pride pour out 
A dire Libation of Sicillan Blood. 

+ *'Tis Gadlike Magnanimity, to keep, | 
When moſt provok'd, our Reaſon calm and 1 
And execute her Will, from a ſtrong Senſe 
Of what is right, without the vulgar Aid + 
Of Heat and Paſſion, which, tho". honeſt, bear ug 
Otten too far. Remember that my Houſe 
Protects my Daughter ſtill; and ere I ſaw her 
Thus raviſh'd from us, by the Arm of Power, 

This Hand ſhould act the Roman Father's Part. 
Fear not; be temperate ; all will yet be well, 
I] know the King. At firſt his Paſſions burſt 
b Quick as the Lightning s Flaſh: but! in his 3 
| | Hotocy 
1 


6 7 ANC R E D imd 
Honour and Juſtice dwell——Traſt me, to Reaſon , 
He will return. 
OsMoNnD. 

He will !——By Heavens, be hall 
You know the King—I wiſh, my Lord Sirraepr, 
That you had deign'd to tell me all you knew 
And would'you have me wait, with duteous Patience, 
Till he return to Reaſon? Ye juſt Powers! 
When he has planted on our Necks his Foot, 
And trod us into Slaves; when his vain Pride 
Is cloy'd with our Submiſſion ; if, at laſt, 
He finds his Arm too weak, to ſhake the Frame 
Of wide-eſtabliſh'd Order out of Joint, 
And overturn all Juftice ; then, perchance, 
He, ina Fit of ſickly kind Re ntance, . 
May make a Merit to return to Re aſon.“ 
No, no, my Lord There is a nobler Way 
To teach the blind o oppreſſive Fury Reaſon : 
Oft has the Luſtre of avenging Steel | 
UnſeaPd her ſtupid Eyes— The Sword is Reaſon! 


SCENE VL 


| SN EDI. Osmonn. RovoLeno, with Guards 


Ropol no. 
My * High Conſtable of Sicily, 
In the King's Name, and by his ſpecial Order, 
I bere arreũ you Priſoner of State. 
OsMoND. 
What King? Iknow no King of Sicily— 
| Unleſs he be the Huſband of CoxsTANTIA. 
| ' - : RopoLPHO, 
Then * him non Behold his Royal Orders 
Io bear you to the Caſtle of Palermo. 
SIFFREDI. 
| Let the big Torrent foam its M:dnefs of. 
Submit, my Lord—No Caſtle long can hold ri 
Our Wrongs — This, more than F riendſhip or Alliance, 
As 2% „ Confir ms 
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SIGISMUND A. 61 
Confirms me thine; this binds me to thy Fortunes, 1 4 
By the ſtrong Tie of common Injury, 
Which nothing can diſſolve—I grieye, Rovotyuo, 
To ſee the Reign, in ſuch uber fort, ga. 
Begin. 2 ) 
pon: OsMonD. - 
The Reign! the Uſurpation call it” 
This Meteor King may blaze awhile, but ſoun 
_ Muſt ſpend his idle Terrors Sir, lead on— _ 
Farewel, my Lord—More than my Life and Fortune, 
Remember well, is in Jour Hards—my Honour ! 
IFFREDI. 
Our Honour is the ſame. My Son, farewel—— 
We ſhall not long be parted. On theſe Eyes 
Sleep ſhall not ſhed his Balm, till I behold Thee 
Reſtor'd to Freedom, or partake thy Bonds. 


Even noble Courage is not void of Blame, 
Till nobler * ſanctifies its Flame. 


* - p 


Sirrxgpi alone. „ 
\ HE Proſpect lowrs around. I found ha King, 
Tho? calm'd a little, with ſubſiding Tempeſt, 
As fairs his generous. Nature, yet in Love 
Abated nought, moſt ardent in his Purpoſe ; 
Inexorably fix'd, 2 er 9 — 
To elaim my Dau ter, and diſſolve this e 
I have embark'd, — a perillous Sea, 
A mighty Treaſure. Here, the rapid Youth/ 
Th' impetuous Paſſions of a Lover-Kin MT 
Check my bold Courſe ; and'tHere, the jealous Pride % 
Th' impatient Honour of a haughty Lord, + 
Of che n Rank, in n 206 le 


* 
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rende 

Near equal to the King, forbid Retreat. 

My Honour too, the ſame unchang'd Convition, | 
That theſe my Meaſures were, and ſtill remain 5 
Of abſolute Neceſſity, to ſave 

The Land from Civil Fury, urge me on. 

But how proceed? I only faſter ruſh 

Upon the deſperate Evils I would ſhun. 

'Whate'er the Motive be, Deceit, I fear, 

And harſh unnatural Force are not the Means 

Of Public Welfare or of Private Bliſs 
Bear Witneſs, Heaven! Thou Mind-inſpeCting Eye 
My Breaſt is have preferr'd my Duty, 
The Good and Sa Safety of my Fellow-Subjeas, 

To all thoſe Views * fire the ſelfiſh Race 

Of Men, and mix them in eternal Broils. 


Euter an Oer belonging to Strrxzut. 
Orrierx. 

4 My Lad, a Man of noble Port, his Face 

| rs, n in Diſguiſe, is earneſt for Admiſſion. 

SIFFREDI. 

| Go, bid him enter — * , L Officer goes out, 
__  !: wrap'd i in Diſguile! 

And at this late unſeaſonable Hour! 

When o'er the World tremendous Midnight reigns, 

By the dire G of raging Tempeſt CO 


— s EN E III Þ 


Sixx nudl.\ OxmionD, 4 iſcovering 22 


StrrR BDI. 
What! Hal Earl Osmo8 D, you?-Welcome, once mare, 
To this glad Roof But why in this Diſguiſe? 
Would 1 could hape the King exceeds his Promiſe! 
T have his Faith ſoon as To-morrow's Sun 
„Shall gild Scilia's Cliffs, you ſhould be ftree— _ 
Has ſome good Angel turn'd his Heart to J uſtice? 

 O8M0ND, 

A! not t by the Favour of Count Tax cREU 


That 


SIGISMUN D A 
That I am here. As much I ſcorn his Favour, + 
As I defy his Tyranny and Threats—: © / 
Our Friend Goxritpo, who commands the Caſtle, 
On my Parole, ere Dawn, to render back  &_, 2 
My Perſon, has permitted me this Freedom. _— 
Know then, the fairhleſs Outrage of To-day, 1. 
By him committed whom you call the King, 7" 
Has rouz'd ConsranTia's Court. Our Friends, the | 
Friends 
Of Virtue, Juſtice, and of Public Faith, 
Ripe for Revolt, axe in high Ferment all. 
This, this, they ſay, exceeds whate'er deformd 

The miſerable Days we ſaw beneath” 
WILLIAM the Bad. This ſaps the ſolid Baſe, 
At once, of Government and private Life; 
This ſhameleſs Impoſition on the Faith, 
The Majeſty of Senates, this lewd Inſult, 
< This Violation of the Rights of Men, 
Added to Theſe, his ignominious Treatment: 
Of Her th* illuſtrious Offspring of our Kings, 
* Sicilia's Hope, and now our Royal Miſtreſs. 9 
* You know, my Lord, how groſly Theſe infringe 
* The late King's Will, which orders, if Count —Y 

© Tancrzd © 1 
Make not Consr AN TIA Partner of his Thrane, 
That He be quite excluded the Su ceſſion, | 
* And She to 5 iven, King of the Romans, 
* The potent Emperor BazztrossA's Son, 
Who ſecks with earneſt Inftance her Alliance. e 
I thence of You, as Guardian of the Laws. 
As Guardian of this Will ta you entruſted, .. _" 
Deſire, nay more, demang, your inſtant Aid, - 
To ſee it put in vigaraus Execution. 

Stra gol. | | | 

You cannot: . my Lord, of my Concurencs, 
Who more than I have labour'd this great Point? 
Tis my own Plan. And, if I drop it now. 4 
I ſhould be juſtly branded with the Shame f | 2 
| Of raſh Advice, or deſpicable Weakneſs. 2 


64 T ANC RE D and * 

But let us not preci pitate the Matter. 
ComsrANTIAꝰs Friends are numerous and bes 

Tet TAxcxEb's, truſt me, are of equal Totes 


Eer ſince the Secret of his Birth was knoõ)]ean, 
The People all are in a Tumult hurl d- 
Of boundleſs Joy, to hear there lives a Prince 
3 mighty GurscarD's Line. Numbers, beldes,: 


power Barons, who at Heart had pin d. FH 
To ſee 


the Reign of their renown'd Forefathers. 

Won by immortal Deeds of marchleſs'Valour, 
Paſs from the gallant Normans to the Suevi, 

Will, wich a Kind of Rage, eſpouſe his Cauſe— 


N 
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"Tis ſo, my Lord - be not by Paſſion blinded —, ., | - 


*Tis ſurely 0 if our prating Virtue 
Dwells not in Words alone let us join, 
My generous OsMoND, to avert theſe Woes... 
And yet ſuſtain gur tottering Norman Kingdom. 
1 OSMOND.. + 
But how, S1erREDL? how ?—lt . by ſoft Means 
We can maintain our Rights, and ſave our Country, 
May his unnatural Blood firſt ſtain the Sword, 
0 with unpitying Fury firſt ſnall bare it! 
8 SIFFREDI. / Fs 2 i 

I have a Thought—The glorious Work be chine. | 

But it requires an awful Flight of Virtue, 
Above the Paſſions of the Ager Breaſt. 


4 w 


* * , 
» 


And thence from thee 1 hope it, noble OzMoND—— 


Suppole my Daughter, to her-Gop devoted, 

Were plac'd within ſome Convent's ſacred Verge, 

Beneath the dread Protection of the Altar 
OsMonp. 

| Ec Then, by Heavens? I would © devoutly ſhave 

My holy 4 turn whining Monk myſelf, 

And pray inceſſant for the Tyrant's Safety !—— 

What! How !-becauſe an infoleae Invader, 

A Sacrilegious Tyrant, in Coptempt 

Of all thoſe beben Rights, which to maintain 

Ils Man's peculiar Pride, demands my Wife 4 a 

| , That I ſhall thus betray the Common Cauſe - 


14 


$46 [SMUND A 65; 
of Human kind, and tamely yield Her up, 
Even in the Manner you propoſe—O then 
I were ſupremely vile! degraded! ſhanvd! 
The Scorii of Manhood! and abhor'd of Honour 
SIFFREDI, 
There is; my Lord, an Honour, the calm Child 
Of Reaſon, of Humanity and Mercy, | 
Superior far to this punctilious Demon, | _ 
That ſingly minds it ſelf, and oft embroils 4 
With n barbarian Ni iceties the World! | 
OsMonD. | 
My Lord, my Lord !——-l cannot bravke your Pru- 
dence 
It holds a Pulſe unequal to my Blood — 
Unblemiſh'd Honour is the Flower of Virtue! 
The vivifying Soul! and he who lights it 
Will — the other dull and lifeleſs Droſs. 
SIFFREDL. 
No more Tou are too warm. | | 
\- OsmonD. 
You are too cool. 
© StpFREDIL. 
Too BY my Lord? I were indeed too cool, > 
Not to reſent this Language, and too tell Thee—  . 
I wiſh Earl OsMenp were as cool as I 
To his own Selfiftr Bliſs—ay, and as warm 
To that of Others ut of this no more-— 
My Daughter is thy Wife—I gave her to Thee, 
And will againſt all Force maintain her Thine. 
But think not I will catch thy headlong Paſſions, 
Whirl'd in a Blaze of Madneſs &'er the Land; 
Or, till the laſt Extremity compel me, 
Riſque the dire Means of War——The king, To- 
morrow, 
Will ſet you free; and, if by 
He does not yield my Daughter, fly Arms, 
And wed CoxsrANTIA, aSithe \ equires,, - 
Why then expect me on the Side of J ae . 
Let that ſuffice. | 3 We 
F We Osluonp. Y 


= 
» — 2äͤä — ——. ____ ß - 


gence Means 


_.-. TANCRED aun. 
{ 8 Os tox p. | 
lt does Forgive my Heat. | 
My rankled Mind, by Injuries inflam'd, 
May be roo prompt to, take and give Offence. 
' S1yyRED), 4 
Tis paſs'd- . Your, Wrongs, I own, may well 
tran 
The wiſeſt Mind - But henceforth, noble OsMonp, 
Do me more Juſtice, honour more my Truth, 
Nor mark me with an Eye of ſquint Suſpicion—— — 
Theſe Jars apart - Lou may repoſe your Soul 
On my firm Faith and unremitting Friendſhip. 
Of That I ſure have given exalted Proof, 
And the next Sun, we ſee, ſhall prove it further 
Return, my Son, and from your Friend GorrRxE DO 
| Releaſe your Word. There try. by ſoft __— 
To calm your Breaſt, | 
 OsMonD. 
; Bid the vext Ocean fleep, 
Swept by the Pinions of the raging North 
But your trail Age, by Care and Toil exhauſted, 
- Demands the Balm of all-reparing Reſt. 
| SIFFREDI, _ 
Soon as To- morrow s Dawn ſhall ſtreak the Skies, 
1, with my Friends in ſolemn State aſſembled, 
Will to the Palace and demand your Preedom. 
| Then by calm Reaſon, or by higher Means, 
The King ſhall quit his Claim, and in the De 
Of Sicily, my Daughter ſhall be yours. 
F are wel. 


Os MON D. 


My Lord, good-night. 


SCENE IIͤI. 


Os Moxp alone, | After a long Pauſe. 
I like him not. 
Yes— I have mighty Matter of Suſpicion, 
* *Tis plain I fee it—Lurking in his Breaſt, 


He 


0 
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He has a fooliſh Fondneſs for this King'— * 
My Honour is not ſafe, while here my Wife 
Remains— Who knows but he this very Night 
May bear Her to ſome Convent, as he mention'd— 

The King too tho' I ſmother'd up my os 
I mark'd it well—will ſet me free To-morrow. 
Why not To-night ? He has ſome dark Deſign— 
By Heavens! he has I am abus'd moſt grofly ; 
Made the vile Tool of this old Stateſman's Schemes; 
* Marry'd to one Ay, and he knew it One 
* Who loves young Tax RED Hence her Swooning, 
© Tears, | 

And all her ſoft Diſtreſs, when ſhe diſgrac'd me 

By baſely giving her perfidious Hand | 

Without her Heart—Hell and Perdition ! This, _ 

This is the Perfidy! This is the fell, 

The keen, envenom'd, exquiſite Difgrace! 
© Which to a Man of Honour even exceeds | 
The Falſhood of the Perſon But I now*' 
Will rouze me from the poor tame Lethargyz 
Buy my believing Fondneſs caſt upon Me.“ 
1 will not wait his crawling timid Motions, 
Perhaps to blind me meant, which he To-morrow” | 
Has promis'd to purſue. No! ere his Eyes 
Shall open on To-morrow's orient Beam, 

I Vill convince him that Earl OsMonD never 
Was form'd to be his Dupe——* I know full well 
< Th' important Weight and Danger of the Deed: 
But to a Man, whom greater Dangers preſs, | 
< Driven to the Brink of Infamy and Horror, 

« Raſhneſs itſelf, an utter Deſperation, | 
Are the beſt Prudence I will bear Her off. 
This Night, and lodge Her in a Place of Safety. 
I have a truſty Band that waits not, far. 

Hence! Let me loſe no Time — One rapid Moment 
Should ardent form, at once, and execute | 
A bold Deſiga—“ *Tis fix*d--"Tis done l- Yes, then, | 
When I have ſeiz'd the Prize of Love and Ho our, 
„And with a Friend _ d Her; to the Caſtie 1 : 

| 2 | af * 


L Iv TANCRED af 

I will repair, and claim Gorrxxbpo's Promiſe 
© 'To riſe with all his Garriſon— M Friends 
* With brave Impatience wait.“ The Mine is laid, 
{ahh n my kindling „ 


8 EN E 1v. 
1 ae Apartment. 


SroiMunDa. LAURA. 


LAURA. 
Heavens! *tis a fearful Night 
SIGISMUNDA. | 
Ahl the black Rape 
of midnight Tempeſt, or th' aſſuring Smiles 
Of radiant Morn are equal all to me. 
Nought now has Charms or Terrors to my Breaſt, | 
The Seat of ſtupid Woe!—Leave me, my Lavna. 
Kind Reſt, perhaps, may huſh my Woes a little 
Oh for that quiet Sleep that knows no Morning 4382 
| LAURA. 
Madam, indeed I know not how to go. | 
Indulge my Fondneſs—Let me watch a while 
By your ſad Bed, till theſe dread Hours ſhall _ 
SIGISMUNDA. 
Alas! what is the Toil of Elements, 
This idle Perturbation of the Sky, 5 
To what I feel within Oh that * Fires 
Of pitying Heaven would point their Fury here 
Goodnight, my deareſt Laura! 
LAuRkA. | 
8 Oh I know not 
| What this Oppreſſion means—but *tis with Pain, 
© With Teats, I can perſuade myſelf to leave you —— 
| Well then—Good- night, my deareſt SioismuN DA! 


SCE NE 


$IGISMUNDA 6p 
SCENE V. | 


* Sr61899 uno. 
* And am I then alone ?—The moſt undone, 
Moſt wretched Being, now beneath the Co 
. Of this affrighting Gloom that wraps the orld 1 
- 71 ſaid I did not fear Ah me! I feel | | 
A ſhivering Horror run through all my Powers. 
DO lam nought but Tumult, Fears and Weakneſs! 
And yet how idle Fear when Hope is gone, 
x Gone, gone forever O Thou gentle Scene 
* [ Looking towards her Bed. 
© Of ſweet Repoſe, where by th' oblivious Draught 
Of each ſad toilſome Day, to Peace reſtor'd, 
* Unhappy Mortals loſe their Woes awhile, 
Thou haſt no Peace for me! What ſhall I do? 
How paſs this dreadful Night, ſo big with Terror 2% 
Here, with the Midnight Shades, here will I fit, 


[fitting downs 
A Prey to dire Deſpair, and ceaſeleſs wee weep | 
The Hours away—Bleſs me!—T heard A Noiſe 


| * [Aarti 
No—l miſtook—Nothing but Silence reigns, * 


And awful Midnight e nan, 


My Lord the King! IE 
"$CBaN-B--NE- > 7 x 
TANCRED. SIGISMUNDA, | 
Taxckzb. | 
Be not alarm'd, my Love! 
SIGISMUNDA. 


My Royal Lord! why, at this Midnight Houfy, 
How came you hither ? 
| Tauenzp. 5 
By that ſecret Way 
My Love contriv "4, when We, in happier Days, 
Us'd to devote theſe Hours, ſo much in vain, ' 
Jo Vaws of Love and everlaſting Friendſhip. 


* 3 SIGISMUN o. 


70 TAN CRE D an 
SIGISMUNDA, 
Why will you thus perfiſt ro add new "RM 
To her Diſtreſs, who never can be thine ? 
vo uy me! fly! You know—— ' 
TanckeD. 
I know too met, 
O how I could reproach Thee, Sialsktunpz! 
Pour out my injur'd Soul in juſt Complaints! _ 
But now the Time permits not. Theſe ſwitt Moments- 
I told thee how thy Father's Artifice 
Forc*d me to ſeem I in thy Eyes. 
Ah, fatal Blindnefs! not to have obſerved © 
* Themingled Pangs of Rage and Love that ſhook, mez 
* When, by my cruel Public Situation 
< Compell'd, I only feign'd Conſent, to gain 
A little Time, and more ſecure Thee mine.“ 
Fer ſince A dreadful Interval of Care | 
My Thoughts have been employ'd, not Ader —_— 
How to defeat S1FFxED!'s barbarous Purpoſe. 
But thy Credulity has ruin'd all, 
Thy raſb, thy wild—I know not what to name it— 
Oh it has prov'd the giddy Hopes of Man 
To be Deluſion all, and ſickening Folly ! 
SIGISMUNDA. 
Ah, generous TaxvcRED! ah ar * Truth deſtroys me! 
Yes, yes, tis I, *tis I alone am falſe! - | 


My haſty Rage, join'd to my tame Submiſſion, 


More than the moft exalted filial Duty 

Could e' er demand, has daſh'd our Cup' of Fate 

With Bitterneſs unequal'd—But, alas! 1 

What are thy Woo to mine to mine! aft Hea- 

ven! 
Now is thy Turn of Vengeance —hate, renounce mel! 

O leave me to the Fate 1 well deſerve, _ 

I o ſink. in hopeleſs Miſery at leaſt, 

0 Try o forget | the worthlel: Sicisusupz 

KB „ T ANCRED, ;: | 

Forget Thee! No! Thou art my Soul itſelf} 

| have no > Thought, no Hope, no Wiſh but Thee 

| Be, Een 


C 1 


Even this repented Injury; the Fears, 
© That rouze me all to Madneſs, at the Thought 
Of loſing Thee; the whole collected Pains | 
O my full Heart, ſerve but to make thee dearer !” 
Ah, how forget Thee Much muſt be forgot 
Ere Tax exp can forget his S1ct$MunDA | 
SIGISMUNDA. 
But, you, my Lord, muſt make that great E Fort. 
; TancReD. 
Can SioisuuN DA make it? 
| SIGISMUNDA. + 
| Ah! I know not 
With what Succeſs—But all that feeble Woman - 
And Love-entangled Reaſon can perform, 
T, to the utmoſt, will exert ro do it. 
| TAN RED. 
Fear not Tis dane !--If thou canſt form the Thought, 
Succeſs is ſure I am forgot already! 
| | SIGISMUN DA. 
Ah, Tancxed!—But, my Lord, reſpect me more, 
Think who I am —What can you now propoſe? 
TanckED. | .-- 
To claim the plighted Vows which Heaven has heard, 
To vindicate the Rights of holy Love, 0 
By Faith and don, bound, to which compar'd 


Theſe empty Form which have enſnar'd thy Hand, 
Are impious GuileF Abuſe, and Profanation 
* Nay, as a King, whoſe high Prerogative 
* By this unlicens'd Marriage is affronted, 
To bid the Laws themſelves pronounce it void.“ 
3 Kaon 
Honour, my Lord, is much too proud to catch 
Art © every ſlender T'wig of * nice Diſtinctions. 
Theſe for th* unſeeming Vulgar may do well : 
But Thoſe, whoſe Souls are by the nicer Rule 
Of virtuous Nelicacy nobly ſway'd, 
Stand at another Bar than that of Laws, 
Then ceaſe to urge me - Since I am not born 


To that exalted Fate to be your Queen— - | 
| F 4 | | Or, 


Or, yet a * Name to * your Wife Jan -+ 
Jam the Wife of an illuſtrious Lord, 4D 
Of your own princely Blood; and what 1 am, 

I will with proper Dignity remain. 

Retire, my Royal Lord — There is no Means 


To cure the Wounds this fatal * has * 
We meet no more 


Tancke. - 
Oh barbarous Sxo15mowD a ! 
And canſt Thou talk thus ſteadily ? thus treat me 
With ſuch unpitying, unrelenting Rigour ? 
Poor is the Love, that rather than give up 
A little Pride, a little formal Pride, 
The-Breath of Vanity! can bear to ſee 
The Man, whoſe Heart was once fo dear to thine, 
By many a tender Vow ſo mix'd together,” 
A Prey to Anguiſh, Fury and Diſtraction 
Thou canſt not ſurely make me ſuch a Wretch, 
Thou canſt not, S1G1sMuUnDA |—Yet relent, 
O ave us yet Roporrho, with my Guards, 
Waits in the Garden—Let us ſeize the Moments 
We ne'er may have again—With more than Power 
I will affert Thee mine, with faireſt Honour. 
The World ſhall even approve; each honeſt Boſom 
Swell with a kindred Joy to ſee us happy. 
| S1615MUNDA,. | 
The World approve !—What is the World to me? 
The conſcious Mind is its own awful World 
And mine is fixt—Diſfreſs me then no more. 
Not all the Heart can plead (and it, alas! 
Pleads but too much) 
Shall ever ſhake the © unalterable' Dictates 
That ae my Breaſt.* 
T ANCRED. 
IIS well-No more— 
I yield 1 me to my Fate—Yes, yes, Inhuman! 
Since thy Barbarian Heart is ſteel'd by Pride, 
Shut up to Love and Pity, here behold me 
Caſt op the Ground, a vile and abjeR Wretch ! ] 


Loft 


SIGISMUND A. 
Loſt to all Cares, all Dignities, all Duties! 
Here will I grow, breathe out my faithful Soul, 
Here, at thy Feet—Death, Death alone ſhall part us! 
S1GISMUNDA. | 
Have you then vow'd to drive me to Perdition? 
What can I more? —Yes, Tax cRED I once again 
I will forget the Dignity my Station 
Commands me to ſuſtain for the laſt time 
Will tell thee, that, I fear, no Ties, no Duty, 
Can ever root Thee from my hapleſs Boſom. 
O leave me! fly me! were it but in Pity! —— 
$ To ſee what once we tenderly have lov'd, * 
Cut off from every Hope cut off for ever! 
Is Pain thy Generoſity ſhould ſpare me. 
* Then riſe, my Lord; and if you truly love me; 
If you reſpect my Honour, nay, my Peace, 
F Retire !' For tho? th* Emotions of my Heart 
Can ne'er alarm my Virtue; yet, alas! 
They tear it ſo, they pierce it with ſuch Anguiſh— 
Oh 'tis too much!—1 cannot bear the Conflict! 


S8. C2 N E VII. 
TAxck ED. OSMOND. SIGISMUNDA. 


OsMonD, entering. 
Pourn, Tyrant! turn! and anſwer to my Honour, 
For this thy baſe inſufferable Outrage ! 
TAxcR D. 
laſolent Traitor ! think not to eſca 
Thyſelf my Vengeance! [ They fight. OsMenD 2 
| SIGISMUN DA. 
Help here! Help!—O Heavens! 
[ Throwing herſelf down by him. 
Alas! my Lord, what meant your headlong Rage? 
That Faith, which I, this Day; upon the Altar 8 
To You deveted, is unblemiſh d, pure, 
As Veſtal Truth; was reſolutely yours, 8 
en the Power of aught on Earth to ſhake i ir. 
| TR Oxaioi; 


* ' Oxm0xd. 
|Perfidious Woman! die! | 
[ Shortening his Sword, biplunges it into her Breaſt, 
and to the Grave 
Attend a Huſband, yet but half aveng'd! 
| \_, TANCRED. 
O Horror! Horror! execrable Vilain! 
Os MOND. | 
And, Ty — Thou !--Thou ſhalt not o'er my Tomb 
Exult— 1 is well Tis great !---I die content. ¶ dies. 


8s CEN E VIII. 


0 _— 1 ; 
| TarxcreD. SIFFREDI. RopoLeno. SIGISMUNDA, 
Fe LavuRka. 


LTaucnxp. 

ine himſelf down by . 
Quick here! bring Aid! * All in Palermo bring 
* Whoſe Skill can ſave Her! — Ahl that gentle — 
Pours faſt the Streams of Life. 

©  SIGISMUNDA. 8 
: | AllAid is vain, 
I feel the powerful Hand of Death upon me 
' But O it ſheds a Sweetneſs thro* my Fate, 
That 1 am thine again ; and, without Blame, 
May in my TAxNcRED's Arms reſign my Soul! 

TANe RED. 

Oh, Death i. is in that Voice! ſo gently mild, 
80 ſadly ſweet, as mixes even with mine 
- "= Tears of hovering Angels! Mine again !— 
And is it thus the cruel Fates have join'd Us? 
Are Theſe the horrid Nuptials they prepare 
5 For Love like ours? Is Virtue thus rewarded ?. 
Let not my impiqus Rage accuſe juſt Heaven! 3 
Thou, TAxcREDI Thou! haftmurder'd Siotsuunp A! 


That furious Man was but the Tool of Fate, 


I, I the Cauſe!— But I will do Thee Juſtice 


1 On this deaf Heart! that to thy tender Wiſdom 


1 an 


* 
- OS. . 


. 
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8 Refus'd an Ear — Tes, Death ſhall ſoon 1 unite us! 
SIGISMUNDA, 
Live, live, my T ancreD !—Let my Death ſuffice. 
To exipate all that may have been amiſs. 
May it appeaſe the Fates, avert their Fury 
From thy propitious Reign! Meantime, of me 
And ot thy Glory mindful, live, I charge Thee, 
To guard our Friends, and make thy People 
ha „— 
Ot ſerving Strrarbl fixt in Moniſbment and Grief.” 
My Father !——Oh! how ſhall I lift my Eyes 
To Thee my ſinking Father ! 
S1FFREDI. 

Awful Heaven ! 
My deareſt Child !—— 
SIGISMUNDA. 


Where am I ? 
A fearful Darkneſs cloſes all around 


My Friends! Me needs muſt part—TI muſt obey | 
Th' imperious Call—Farewel, my Laura! cheriſh 
My poor afflicted Father's Age — Roporpno, 
Now is the Time to watch th unhappy King, 
With all the Care and Tenderneſs 1 Friendſhip 
Oh my dear Father! bow'd beneath the Weight | 
Of po ge and Grief—the Victim even of Virtue! 
Rein, my laſt Adieu! Where art thou, TAN RED? 
Give me thy Hand—Bur ah !—it cannot fave me 
From the dire King of Terrors, whoſe cold Power 


I am . — 


Creeps o'er my Heart — Oh e | 
TANnCRED:. | 
How theſe "I diſtract me! 


O lift thy gracious Eyes Thou leav'ſt me then 
Thou leav'ſt me, SiGisMUNDA? 8 

SIGISMUNDA, | s 25 

Vet a Moment . 

I had, my Tawcrep, ſomething more to ſay—— 3 

Les but thy Love and Tenderneſs for me 

Sure makes it needleſs Harbour no Reſentment: | 

4 a my. Father ; z venerate his Leal, 


. 


* 
wa? 


3 T ANC RED aw 
| That acted from a Principle of Goodneſs, 
From faithful Love to Thee——Live, and maintain 
My 1nnvcence imbalm'd, with holieſt Care 
Preſerve my ſpotleſs Memory I die 
« ETxrnal Mercy, take my trembling Soul!” 
Oh! ?tis the only Sting of Death! to part 
Tom Thoſe we love from. Thee — —farewel. my 


Tancked | Dies. 
| 'TancRED. | 
Thus then! 
[ Flying to bis Sword is beld by Rovouono, 
ODOL PHO, | 


Hold! hold! my Lord! Have you forgot 
Your S16i1$MUNDA'S laſt Requeſt already? 
TanckeD, 
OF! Set me free! Think not to bind me down, 
With barbarous Friendſhip, to the Rack of Life 
What Hand can ſhut the Thouſand Thouſand Gates, 
Which Death till opens to the Woes of Mortals ?— 
©] ſhall find Means—No Power in Earth or Heaven 
Can force me to endure the hateful Light, 
Thus robb'd of all that lent it Joy and Sweetneſs !' 
Off! Traitors off! or my diſtrafted Soul 
Will burit indignant from this Jail of Nature 
To where ſhe beckons yonder No, mild Seraph ! 
Point not to Life I cannot linger here, 
Cut off from Thee, the miſerable Pity, 
The. Scorn of Human- kind A trampled King! 
1 Who let his mean poor-hearted Love, one Moment, 
To coward Prudence ſtoop; who made it not 
< The firſt undoubting Actign.of his Reign, 
+ To ſnatch pee to his Tiere. and there to ſhield 
Thee, 
Thy helpleſs Boſom from a Röcken 8 Fury! — 
O Shame! O Agony O the fell Stings 
Of late, of vain Repentance! — Ha! my Brain 
Ils all on Fire] a wild Abyſs of Thought! 
* — 'Thiinferoal World diſcloſes! See! behold him! 
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And mocks my feeble Tears——Hence | quickly, | 
ence! _ 
Spurn his vile Carcaſs ! give it to the Dogs ! ! 

5 ſe it to the Winds and ſcreaming Ravens 
© Gs hurl it down that fiery Steep to Hell. 
There with his Soul to toſs in Flames for ever!“ 
Ah, Impotence of Rage What am I?—Where? 
| Sad, ſilent, all? — The Forms of dumb Deſpair, 

Around ſome mournful Tomb !— What do I ſee? 
This ſoft Abode of Innocece and Love 
Turn'd to the Houſe of Death ! a Place of Horror 


Ah! that poor Corſe! pale! deform'd with Murger! | 
Is that my SIGISMUN DA! 


[ Throwing bimſelf down by * : 
SIFFREDI. 
* ny lter a pathetic Pauſe, looking on 
| the Scene before him. 


___Havellivd- 
To theſe enfeebled Years, by Heaven reſerv'd, 


To be a dreadful Monument of Juſtice ?— 
Roporeno, raiſe the King, and bear him hence 
From this diſtracting Scene of Blood and Death. 
* Alas! I dare not give him my Aſſiſtance; 
My Care would only more enflame his Rage.” 


Behold the fatal Work of my dark Hand, 
That by rude Force the Paſſions would command, 
That ruthleſs ſought to root them from the Breaſt ; 
They may be rul'd, but will not be oppreſt. 
Taught hence, Ye Parents, who frem Nature * 
And the great Ties of ſocial Life betray; 
Ne'er with your Children act a Tyrant's Part: 
Tis your's to guide, not violate the Heart. 
Ye vainly wiſe, who o'er Mankind preſide, D 
' Behold my righteous Woes, and drop your pride! | 
Keep Virtue's ſimple Path before your Eyes, 
Nor think from Evil Good can ever * | 


The E * D. 


E P I L 0 py 0 E. 


Spoken by Miss Bop ELI. 


Ramm d to the Throat with wholeſome moral Stuff, 
Alas! poor Audience! you have had 2 

Mas ever hapleſs Heroine of a Play 

In ſuch a piteous Plight as ours 7 * day ? 

Was ever Woman ſo by Love betray'd? 

Match d with two Huſbands, * yet— die a Maid. 

But bleſs me bold i hat Sounds are theſe I hear ! — 

1 ſee the © TRAGIC MUSE berſelf appear. 


| The Back- Scene opens, and diſcovers a romantic 
Silvan Landſkip; from which Mrs. CisBzs, in 
the Character of the Txacic Musk, advances 
ſlowly to Muſic, and ſpeaks the following Lines. 


Hence with your flippant Epilogue, that tries 
wipe the virtuous Tear from BRITISH Eyes; 
That dares my Moral Tragic Scene profane, 
With Strains—at beſt, unſuiting, ligbt and vain. 
Hence from the pure unſully'd Beams that play | 
In you fair Eyes, where Virtue ſhines— Away ! 
BriTons, 10 you from chaſte Caſtalian Groves, 
Whete dwell the tender, oft unhappy Loves: 
Where Shades of Heroes roam, each mighty New, | 
And court my Aid to riſe again to Fame; 
To you I come, to Freedom's nableſt Seat, 
4 in BRITANNIA fix my laſt Retreat. 
In GREECE, and Rome, I watch'd the Public Weal ; 
The purple 7. grant trembled at my Steel : 
Nor did I leſs &er private Sorrows teign, 
And mend the melting Heart with ſofter Pain. 


On France and You then roſe 2 1 wad 
at War 
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O as your Fire and Genitg ſtronger blaze, 

As yours are generous Freedom's bolder Lays, 

Let not the Gallick Taſte leave yours behind, 

In decent Manners and in Life rend; 

Baniſh the motley Mode, to tag low Verſe, 

The laughing Ballad to the mournful Herſe. 

When thro* frve Ads your Hearts have learnt to glow, 

Toucb'd with the ſacred Force of honeſt Moe; 

O keep the dear Impreſſion on your Breaft, 

Nor idly loſe it for a wretched Jeſt! 
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